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” be Delis bts of the B otthe ; 


OR, 


j 1he Compleat Vintner, &c. 


Bacchus, with thy Noble Juice, 
Inſpire my long neglected Muſe, 


be And raiſe her, by thy gen'rous 
( Pow'r, 
As hizh 3 as human Wit „„ 
That ſhe may loudly ling the Fame 
Of all chat celebrate thy Name, 
And make their Merits far outſhine 
Their Ruby Cheeks when o'er their Wine; 


That the ungrateful World may know, 


How much we grov'ling Mortals owe 
& 2 -- „ 


4a 


(4) 


To thy adopted Sons and Thee, 
Thoſe Parents of Felicity, 

From whoſe full Cellars we derive 
That Warmth which keeps the World alive 5 
For ſhould not Bacchus bleſs the Earth, 
All would be Labour, without Mirth, 
And nothing giv'n us, but a Wife, 
T6 recompence the Toils of Life, 


With Children and domeſtick Strife, 


——8 «c — 


When tir'd with intricate Affairs, 

Or puniſh' 4 with inviduous Cares z 

. When Diſappointment gives us trouble, 

In Saur h. Sea, or ſome other Bubble; "E 
When Duns, by their impatient canting, 

Perplex us, cauſe the Money's wanting; 
When teasd at Home by Nuptial Dowdy, 

| Too Fond, too Noiſy, or too Moody z 

Whither can Man repair to find 

Relief, when thus diſturb d i in Mind, 


i... * 


"CF 
But to thoſe Manſions where the beſt 
Of Cordial Wines delight the Taſt, 
And comfort the uneaſy Breaſt. 


Thither Phyſicians fly to fave 
Themſelves from the devouring Grave; 
And, to preſerve their Health, imbibe 
Much ſafer Draughts than they preſcribe. 


What Doctors or Dif] penſers care 
To take the Phyſick they prepare; 3 


, Or when themſelves are out of order, | 
Will run the hazard of Self-murder 3 
When ailing, they're too wiſe to ſport 
With Nature, by the Rules of Art ; 
They ve no recourſe to damn d Emeticks, 
Catharticks, Opiates, Diarroheticks, 


They Il turn not up their Bums to Clyſters, 
| Nor flea their Backs with Spaniſh Bliſters, 
Or will themſelves depend upon 

his Courſe, or that Catholicon: 
55 But 


(6) 
But their declining Health repair, 
With cordial Wines and wholſome Air. 


So cunning Guides that lead their Hearer:, 

For Int reſt, into dang rous Errors, 
Renounce the Cheat, in their decay, 

And ſeek the Lord a ſafer way. 


3 but Phyficians are of uſe 
I 0 thoſe that do their Health abuſe ; 
Pills, Powders, Balſams, and the like, 


May comfort Patients when they” re ſick, 
And coſtly Juleps may be good 

To cleanſe the Purſe, if not the Blood : 

But when the Doctor finds the leaſt 

| Indiſpoſition touch his Breaſt, 


He wiſely paſſes by the Shop 

Where all his Slops are huſtld up, 

And, thoughtleſs of his Drops or Pills, 
To the next Tavern {lily ſteals, 


Sub- 


C'V-3 

Submiting, there, the healing Power 
Of Art, to ſome more ſkilful Drawer, 
Conſulting him, without a Fee, 
What his next Cordial-draught ſhall be. 
And thus, at once, removes the Qualm 
With potent Mountain, or with Palm. 

So Dame Imperious, when her Dear 

Is fick with drinking rot. aut Beer, 
She ſtuffs the poor dejefied Fool 
With Sheepsbead- Broth, or W arer- Gruel; 
But when ſhe finds berſelf oppreft 
With Tooth-ach, Wind, or rhrobbing Breaſt, 
Good Ale and Brandy muff be Bad, 


Or elſe 25 dies ſtark flaring mad. 


| Our Teachers too, who would dethrone 


F The God of Wine and pull him down, 


| And, by their Doctrine, make us think, 
1 'Tis almoſt Popery to drink; 3 


3 
In Pulpit at the Bottle rail, 
And damn the Drunkard, Tooth and Nail, 

As if they fear d the crowd of Laymen, 
Who work like Slaves to drink like Draymen, 
Should ſwallow all the beſt, and leave 

No Prieſt-Wine for the Pudding ſleeve; 
Therefore, fince Laicks take the freedom 
To drink like Fiſh, if not exceed em, 


1 ſee no reaſon but each Guide 
Should liquor their Canonick Pride, 


And drink as well as thoſe they ride. 


3. YC L404 DAMS. "Ez £7 —O——_ 


| Beſides, who loves the Bottle better, 
Than he that rails againſt the Creature? 
A“ Maidens ſeemingly deſpiſe 
[ The only darling of their Eyes. 
8 For Wine, tho' very bad for ſome 


That gorge it ſuper naculum 
Till Reaſon, which we Mortals boaſt, 
Is in their drunken Hickups loſt : 


Vet 


(9) 


Let al ways, for the Cloth, take notice, 
Ti is good, in verbum Sacerdotis, 

Becauſe, as well becomes their Station, 
They kiſs the Cup with moderation; 
Except, by chance, when Holy Men 
With Holy Brethren meet, and then | 
Each other' s Failings they connive at, 
And fip, as Ladies do, in private : 4 


But Vertue, that ſubmits to one 
Small Sin, may into greater run. 


AI Wiſemen, when they break their Rules, 


Become the moit unguarded Fools. 


| The Lawyers too, whoſe 3 Studies 
In time, raiſe Students to be Judges, 


By help of Wines, our Vintners draw, 


* Slide thro the Mazes of the Law, 


And conquer knotty Talks with ale 


Such as would pole a Hercules: 3 


Y OE For, 


— 


(10 ) 
For, of all Labours, none tranſcend 
The Works that on the Brain depend : 
Nor could we finiſh Great Defigns, 
Without the Pow'r of Gen'rous Wines: 
For, as ſubſtantial hearty Food 
Is for the groſſer Body good, 
So all the brighter Parts of Nature, 
Kefin d from more Etherial Matter, 


8 Require the moſt celeſtial Juices, 


To rend'r em fit for nobler Uſes. 


Well may the Poet $ Fancy halt, . 
5 Thar 8 doom d to Rhime o'er muddy Malt; 
A Theme ſo naked” and j jejune, 


« puts all F ancy out of Tune, 
ow And makes Apollos thoughtful Son 


As dull as what he writes upon. 
Change bur his Liquor into Wine, 
And Wit wt flaſh in cay ws 


(Ix ) 
For all we write, do, ſay, or think, 
Are but the Sportings of our Drink. 
When a low Purſe (the Lord defend us) 
Does to the Alchouſe humbly ſend us, - 
We fuddle, juſt like Grooms and Coachmen, 
Belch, wrangle, fart, and talk like Durchmen, 
And not one merty \ Word, that s bright, 
Shall paſs the Board from Noon to Night, 
: ; But when we to the Tavern ſteer, 
With Pocket full and Temper clear, 
My Landlords s Bacchanalian Face, 
| The charming Bottle and the Glaſs, 
The tinkling of the Bell at Bar, 
The grateful News of, Coming Sir, 
= Madani's ſweet Voice, which, like a Law, 
Keeps all the liſt ning Draw'rs in awe, 5 
Yield ſuch a harmony of Sounds, | 
7: At the kind Bottle goed its rounds, 
That Wit and Wine fill e ery Benin, 
8 make us rather Gods than Men, 


7 By Thus 


Thus, Bacchus, tis alone to thee, 

We Mortals owe our Jollity, 
Without thy Aid, Apols ſoon 

Maſt abdicate his Sapient Throne, 
And, wanting Nectar to ſupport him, 
0 | cune his Lyre that makes us court him. 
For neither Heathen Gods above, 
Nor Mortals that beneath em move, 


Can, without Bacchus, Live or Love. 


What Orator at Bar can plead, _. 
Till he has rins'd his thoughtful Had, 
- Or, with a chearful Morning's Draught, . : 
| Refreſh'd the Glandules of his Throat, 
: And waſh'd from his awaking Mind, 
The Dregs that Sleep had left behind. 
The Tongue 1 is like a Water-Mill, 
Which, wanting Liquor, muſt ſtand {til} 
But when with Wine tis well ſupply d, 


”— the Bridgo Engine with the Tide, 


9 
It grinds and poliſhes our Wit, 
And makes our ſtubborn Language fit 
To footh and qualify the Fury | 


Of angry Judge or partial Jury. 
What Man can, by the force of Nature, 
He truly bright without the Creature? 
Or rouzethe Wit which Heay'n has giv'n him, 
Unleſs a Bottle to enliven him? 
No Lover {ure can die for Beauty, 
or pine for Joys above the Shoe-tye ; 
No Hero hack or hew his Way 
Tho bloody Storms, for little Pay, 
Nor any mortal Soul incline 
Io Love, or Brav'ry, but by Wine; 
Without it, we ſhould ne er have heard 
Of chis wiſe Lord, that wond rous Bard. 
Or known the Names of Politician, 
- Prie#, Poet, Lawyer, or PA yſician s 
For, when we read of mighty Things 
Perforn' by Heroes or by Kings, 


WL 


(14) 
Believe they quaff d off briming Goblets, 
Before they lac'd their Iron Doublets, 

And, Dutchman like, would never fight 
A ſtroke, until their Hearts were light 

80 that, in ſhort, thoſe valiant Deeds 
That fill our Hiſt ries and our Heads, 

Were, to the honour of the Vine, | 

Not done * Warriors, but by Wine. 


Great — to inflame 
His Soul, that chirſted after kame, 
3 ſome Hiſtorians do report, 
Tipd off five Gallons and a Quart, 

And then, into a Rapture hurl d, 

| He arm'd, and conquer d all the World: 
Hence modern Songs moſt juſtly ſay, 
That Wine does Wonders ev'ry * 


The ſober Sot is all Mens loathing, | 
A worthleſs Macha, good for nothing - 


>. 


(5 


A Spy upon his Neighbour's Vices, 


A Wretch that er ry one deſpiſes, 
A ſaving Rogue, whoſe pinch· gut Pence 
Will damn him, for that dire Offence, 
To Torments endleſs and ſevere; 
Deſerv'd by ſtarving Miſers here. 

Theſe are the Sneakers that decline, 
For Wealth, the charming Power of Wine, 
And ſeek to pleaſs no other Itch, 

But that of growing baſely Rich. 

| Theſe are the ſordid Slaves that muſe 
Oer Coffee, Tea, and lying News, 
Abj jurors of the noble Tun 
| That Bacchus fits enthron' d upon, 
Wo never at one mecting ſpend 
Above Three-half-pence with a Friend; 
None durſt exclaim againſt the uſe 
Of Wine, or blame the heav'nly Juice, 
| But ſober Miſcreants, ſuch as theſe are, 
'F it to hatch Plots or ſtab a Ceſar; 
Ty 5 _ 


(16) 

For Wines of ſuch a loyal nature, 
That twill unlock the cloſe · mouth d Traytor, | 
And make him, in his Cups, betray 


The i impious Game he means to play; 
Tis, therefore, Men of ill deſign 
| Avoid 800d Fellows and good Wine, 
As Jolly Mortals ſhould thoſe Aſſes, 
That hug their Gold and flight their Glaſſes, 


What Am'rous Youth, to Love inclin'd, 
Can preſs dear Philſis to be kind, 
| In Words that will at once inſpire 
"The bluſhing Nymph with like defire, 
Till noble Wine has waſh'd away 
Thoſe Fears that do their Joys delay, 
And baniſh d from their trembling Youth, 
The native baſhfulnef of both 3 


Then, dtually inclin d to bleſs 
Each other with a ſoft Embrace. 


Their 


(3) 
Their ſtruggling Souls with vigour meet, 
And kindly taſte the ſhort and ſweet. 
Thus Love can only with his Darts 
Perplex and territy our Hearts, 
But Gen'rous Bacchus pity takes, 
And heals the Wounds that Cupid makes, 


What Prieſt can join two Lovers Hands, 
But Wine muſt ſeal the Marriage Bonds; 
From Church to Tavern they repair, 


To crown their ſolemn Nuptials there : 5 
As if celeſtial Wine was thought 
Eſſential to the ſacred Knot, 


Ang that each Bridegroom and his Bride 


N Believd they were not firmly ty d 


iin Bacchus, with his bleeding Tun, 

J Had finiſh'd what the Prieſt begun; 

| No Love, no Contract, no Handfaſting, 
No Bonds of Friendſhip can be laſting; 


(18) 
No Bargai in made, or Quarrel ended, 
No Int'reſt mov d, or Cauſe defended, 
No Mirth advanc'd, no Muſick ſweet, 
No humane Happineſs compleat, 
Or joyful Day, unleſs its crown'd 
With Claret, and the Glaſs goes round. 


Since all the frothy Joys of Life, 
Muſick, a Miſtreſs, or a Wife, 

Except we do the ſame imbelliſh 

With noble Wine, quite loſe their Reliſh. 
Who can be happy, tho' in Health, 

With Beauty, Grandure, | Wit, or Wealth? 
Unleſs kind Bacchus crowns the Bleſſing, 


And makes it worthy our poſſeſſing. 


What's Woman, when the Heat is over > 
” But Rue and Wormwood to her Lover, 
All fweet at firſt, like purging Potion, 
Preſcrib'd to put our Guts in Motion, 


| j 
But ; 


I) 
But when its down, oft leaves, we find, 
A curſed bitter Tang behind. 

What's Muſick but a fulſome ſound, 
That cloys, except the Glaſs goes round 2 
4 And makes us duller than a Whore | 

At Church, by that time Pſalms are cer. 

What's dirty Land, or hoarded Coin, 
To him that fears to purchaſe Wine? 

He's curs'd with all his uſeleſs Chink, 
And damn'd alive, that durſt not drink, 
Or treſpaſs on his ill got Treaſure, 
For one ſhort Day 8 expenſive Pleaſure. 

What, tho the Blockhead prides himſelf 
1 Amidſt his heaps of yellow pelf, 

He's but a Jaylor at the beſt, 
” His Pris n an Iron Trunk or Cheſt, 


| Where his dear Mammon lies committed, 


Till its poor Turnkey dies unpity d, 
And then his famiſh' d Sons let fly 
Tyube Gold that charm d the E ather $ Eye, 
t ] 3 C 2 LOOPY 


( 20) 
And in full Tables and rich Clothing, 
Reduce the hoarded Sums to nothing, 
For Money, which old Mifers rake | 
Together, oer the Devil's Back, 


The Wife, from Obſervation, tell ye, 
Is always ſpent beneath his Belly; 
Yet better tis enjoy the Creature, 
Than hoard to th prejudice of Nature "ts 
For, of the two, the Spendthrifts wiſer 


- 
7 * - 


Than the poor ſtarving pinch-gut Miſer, - 
Becauſe, one freely ſpends with pleaſure, 
What rother ſcrapes with Pain together, 


And only has the Plague and Care 


Of keeping what he fears to ſpare. 


Thus mighty Wealth to Miſers givin 
Is nothing but the Mock of Heaven, 
That tempts the humble F ool to wave 
His Bonnet to the Golden Knave, © 
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(21) 


And makes the Muckworm falſſy think, 0 
Hes Great and Happy in his Chink, 


When none are bleſs but thoſe that drink. 


 Gire me the gen'rous Soul that dares 
To drown in Wine all worldly Cares, 
The Jolly Heart who freely ſpends | 
His Surplus with his Bottle Friends, 
And env ies not thoſe South- Sea Noddies 


That loll in Coaches with their Dowdies, 


Nor all the glitt ri ring Pomp that waits 
On Powers, Titles, and Eſtates, 

But one chat does for Pleaſure chooſe 
Some Tavern where Good:F ellows uſe, 
And ne er ſeems backward, when he's there 
Of ſpending what he. well can ſpare, 


But hugs the Flaſk, and frankly bends 


Io all the Motions of his Friends, 


Thoſe Boſom Miniſters of Eaſe, 
po hard to find and hard to pleaſe. 
Let 


(22) 
Loet ſtingy Mortals rail at Wine, 
And angry Wives reproach the Vine, 
Let all the ſober Saints decry 
The Bottle and its Charms defy, 
Let Miſers damn the Cordial Creature, 
Becauſe they love their Money better, 


And ne er get fill'd, or elevated, 
But when at publick Feaſts they're treated. 
III laugh at the penurious Knave, 
And Honour Bacchus to my Grave; 
No more enſlave my ſelf by Thinking, 
But make my ſelf a King by drinking. 
Let firſt, my Muſe ſhall let you ſee 
What Vintners are, or ought to be, 
| Thoſe Demy Gods, from whoſe rich cel 
Ariſe, Popes, Addiſons, and Knellers, 
And ev ry Worthy that can claim 


A place in the Records of F. ame; 

5 Fe or all thats excellent or tine, 

Derive their Origin from Wine, 
Ton * 


TT - 

And ſhould each Vintner ſhut his Door, 

Love, Wit, and Arts would be no more, 
But all the Land become at once, 
A dirty Hive of ſtupid Drones. 

So Bees, when they bave lo# their Stings, 
Grow dull and hang their drooping Wings. 


Dee 

e 

The Compleat Vintner. 
; 5 N Ages paſt liv d many Scores 
1 1 Of Sages, call d Philoſophers, 
Who wiſely judg d of this and that, 
And taught their Foll'wers what was what; 
Some fam d for Patience in Afffiction, 
Some, for cloſe Study and Reſtriction, 
Some, for contempt of Pain and Pleaſure, 
Some, for deſpiſing worldly Treaſure, 


Some, 


TW 
Some, for Abſtaining, fome for Quaffing, 
Some, for much Weeping, ſome for Laughingi 
Some, for their ſnarling at their Betters, 


Others, for being Woman-haters, 

Some, for the uſeful Baoks they've writ, 
And others, for farcaſtick Wir, 
All aiming, in thoſe Halcyon Days, 
To pleaſe themſelves, tho diff rent ways; 


And to encreaſe their foll wing Crowds, 
That almoſt worſhip d em as Gods. 
But he that's an adopted Son 


| Of Bacchus, and attends the Tun, 
Muſt be as wiſe, or wiſer rather, 
Than all theſe Sages put together; 
They only pleas'd their own 111- nature, 
But He has all the World to flatter, 
The Proud, the Surly, and the Peeviſh, 
| The Rich, the Scoundrel, and the Knaviſh, 
The Learn d, the Wiſe, the Grave and Dull 
The Wit, the Spendthrifi Prodigal, 
5 5 


(25 ) 
The pamper'd Fool, the ſpunging Sharper, 
The odious Wrangler and the Carper, 
The Rake, the Gameſter and the Bully, 
The Prig, the common jilt, the Cully, 
+ The faving Hunx, and evry baſe 
a IIl Temper found in humane Race. 
| Fove, therefore, at the Interceſſion 
Of Bacchus, gave to the Profeſſion 
Of Vintners, the mutative Pow r 
That Proteus had in Times of Lore, 


1 By which they change their humane Shapes, 
For Int reſt ſake, from Men to Apes, 


a Or whatſoe er will beſt agree 
With this or that Fool's Company, 
N Nor ist their Fault to chus ſubmit 
Themſelves, to others want of Wit, 


The failing is in thoſe proud Aſſes, 
That Lord it too much o'er their Glaſſes, 
And want the Vintner to behave 


Himſelf more cringing than a Slave, 


Teaze 


( 26 ) 


Teaze him the more, that they may ſee 
His Patience and Humility. 
So City-Upſtart, proudly Rich, 
With Negro Lacquay at his Breech, 
Of turns about, for this or tha, 4 
To make the Puppy d off bis Hat, © mW 
And (how, by bumble Scrapes and Bends, 
mo tu the Collard Slove aten. 


When Jolly Mortals meet to fuddle, | 
And bllip Nature on the Noddle, 5 
Men of good Manners and good Senſe, 


That neither give, nor take Offence, 
But kindly uſe the ſame Reſpect 
To others, as themſelves exact, 2 
Ihe Vint ner then throws off the poor 
Diſguiſe, that: humour d Fools before, 
And, reaſſuming his own Nature, : 


Like Linco, is another Creature, 


HY) 

Then Manlineſs, deſerving Praiſe, 
Appears in all he does or ſays, 
The beſt of Wines he ſends or brings 
And treats his noble Friends like Kings, 
Enters the Room with comely Grace, 

And puts on ſuch a Cherub's Face, 


So plump, ſo ſmiling, and as pleaſant, 
Ass that the God of Wine was preſent ; 
| VVV 
Will ſuff'r' im to aſſume a Chair, 
Bauch Gueſts will in his Carriage ſee 
| | The utmoſt Aﬀability. - 1 - 
[ Fut ſo, the Wit, to make hu Game 

With noiſy Fools, will ſeem the ſame 


But when he meets with Men of Pac. 


Himſelf be gen'rouſly 1 . 


When Youngſters, govern'd by no Rules, 
| Juſt reſcu'd from their Country Schools, 
33 3 By 


Por theſe unbridl d pamper d Heirs, 


(28) 

By doating Mothers fed with Coin, : 
Which they too early ſpend in Wine, 
Or loſe in Gaming, which is worſe, 
And more deſtructive to the Purſe ; | 
I ſay, when theſe young callow Blades, 
Hugg'd by their Mothers and their Maids, 
At Tavern meet, to ſing and roar, 
The Song of black: ey d Suſan o'er 

Or f join their Tongues to pleaſe their Ears 
With Leu ridges Philoſophers, 

Who ow'd their Wiſdom to the Bottle, 

From Thalis, down to Ariſtotle; 


As wild as Colts and rude as Bears, 
The Vint'ner has a Face and Mien 

' Peculiar, which are ſeldom ſeen, 

But when ſuch Boys their Money ſpend, | 
As love to make their Elders bend, oo Wh | 
| So have 1 known the boary Head, -I 


5 In Science learn d, profoundly read, 
Bow low to empty Fcols for Bread. | 
S | | Next 


Next theſe, a ſort of Sots there are, 
Who crave more Wine than they can bear, 


But wrangle, when the Bill is brought, 
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Yet hate, when drunk, to pay or ſpend 
Their equal Club, or Dividend, 


And think they're cheated, when they're not, 


Inſult the Maſter, damn the Bar, 


Abuſe the Wine, belye the Drawer, 
And make more Miſchief at one Meeting, 


Than twenty Bullies at a ſitting; 


The Vint'ner, when he's thus perplex'd, 
Muſt form a Temper, tho he's vex'd, 


And, by the Pow'r of Transformation, 5 


Dirxeſt himſelf of Gall and Paſſion, 
Then, by ſome Hocus Pocus flight, 


Convince * em that the Reck'ning's right, 


Amuſe 'em with an odd Deportment, | 
| Shew * em Apes Tricks of diff rent fortment, - 


Turn all his Words to healing Plaſters, 


And ſo, Your bumble Servant Maſters, 
Wiſe 
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Wiſe Apodonius, in his Travels, 
Determin d many Feuds and Cavils, 
Oft reconcii'd contending Nations, 
By Poſtures and Geſticulations, 
And, as Philaſtratus reports, 
Appear d at many Princes Courts, 
There heal d Diviſions and Diſtrations, 
Not by the Power of Words, but Actions; : 
Sometimes he d Frown, and ſometimes Smile, 
Skip, Leap, but never Speak the while 1 
And, by theſe Methods that he took, 3 
Did Wonders, worthy of Blunts Book; 
Ihercfore, fince Learned Apollonins, 
As tis in Greek moſt plainly ſhown us, 
Could Kings inftrus, by Madmens Freaks, 
And Quarrels end, by Monkey Tricks, 

think the Vint'ner, in ſuch Caſes, 
| Where Men behave themſelves like Alles 
The Apollonian Game may play, ; 
And manage Fools the ſelf. ſame way. 
The 


HT 


The next that do the Vint'ner teaze, 


Are Fops, too difficult to pleaſe, 

Young flutt'ring Rakes, who Scarlet wear 
Before they do Commiſſions bear, 

Well knowing tis the only Dye 

That tempts the wanton Lady 5 Eye, 

From whence t as been obſerv'd, that Women 
Are caught like Maycril by our Seamen, 
Bait but your Hook with Scarlet Cloth, 
And you may eas ly take em both. 

When theſe, who think all Wiſdom lies 
In bing impertinently _ 


e * 


Are ſhow d into ſome ſpacious Room, 
Where Fencing- Rakes are wont to come, 
And when the Beaus, in great Decorum, 
Are ſeated, with their Snuffs before em, | 
The Drawer's order'd, by ſome Fop, 

To ſend his abſent Maſter up, 

Who nimbly trips, from Stair to Stair, 


Puts on his beſt Mercurial Ayre, 


Then 
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Then bending double at the Door, 
Till ſquees' to half his hight, or low'r, 
He bolts upon em, Sirs, dye call, 


Then, ſtarting up, grows twice as tall. 
So Geeſe, as into Barns they go, 
Do always floop their Heads full low, 


But when they're in, they raiſe 'em high, 


Extend their upright Necks and ply 


The Mow, that charms each Gooſe's Eye. 


A Flaſk of French is now demanded, 
The Vintner runs, the Wine i is handed, 
And taſted round, but is not lik'd, 
= One ſwears its Poor, another Prick d, 
The Vint ner knows tis very good, 
| Yer dares not ſay ſo, for his Blood, 
But forms a grave, judicious Face, 
Then lips, and ſpurts away a Glaſs, 
By ſilence ſeems to own the Fault, 


And flies like Light ning to his Vault, 


Ts 
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To fetch a fuller Wine, the ſame, 
But uſher'd in another Name, 
Yet that's not good, until. he takes 


Another turn to pleaſe the Rakes, 


And then ſome ſpunging, fencing Bull . 
That makes each filly Fop his Cully, 


Approves the Claret, damns his Blood, 
And ſwears 'tis right, by all that's Good, 


| -- The rel ſubmit to Captain Bluff, ; 


Their Back commends it, that's enough. 

Thus batterd Fencers, whe They fluſb 
Young Rakes, and teach em how to puſb, 
Impoſe what c er they pleaſe upon en, 

And fleece em, til they've half undone em 
Except they ſhake 3 if for a. 

As Dogs in: in Summer do their Fleas. 


Now all the forward * begin 
To like their base and their Wine, 
E | And 


No Drawer kick'd, no F ault is found, 1 


Till Drinking, Thwarting, Singing, Roaring, 
Much talk of F encing, Dancing, Whoring, 


Fines the worſt Coward for his Fury, 
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And praiſe the very ſame much more 
Than they had cry'd it down before, 


The merry Glaſs goes briſkly round, 


But e' ery thing, at preſent, — 


As peaceful as unrufff d Streams, 


Intoxicate their ſhallow Senſes, 


—_— 


And then ſome warm Diſpute commences, 


Which, as it's rais'd by bluſt ring Words 


And Oaths, muſt end in drawing Swords; 


But Buly Back, who truly knows | 


The Brav'ry of his Cully Beaus, 5 1 
Tells them the danger of a Riot, 
And with his Looks ſoon makes em quiet; 


Then, like a fkilful Judge and Jury, 


Who gladly pays the cunning Knave 
His Flaſk, to be accounted Brave. 5 


(35) 


S Phillis, dev ſhe's young and fair, 


Iba b er | ſhe £4ins by tboſe that 2 ber, 


She does on ſome old Midwife ſpend, 
Jo make the ſubtle Bawd ber Friend. 


Thus is the Vint' ner plagu d all Night, 
Till Morning dims the Candle ligt, 
Unwilling to enjoy his Bed, 


For fear ſome Miſchief ſhould ſucceed, 
That might intail an evil Fame 
Upon his Conduct and his Name; i 


For none, tho'i in a loftier Station, 


3 more regard to Reputation, 


Or manage what they're forc d to bear, 


With greater Art or greater Care. 


nn 
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CANTO II. 
The Deſcription of a 7. auern. 


W [thout, there hangs a noble Sign, 
Where golden Grapes in [mage * 


A lovely ſeeming Fruit, that no 
A iſperian Garden e er could ſhow : 5 
To crown the Buſh, A little Punch. 
Gut Bacchus dangling of a Bunch, 
: Sits loftily enthron'd upon 
What's call'd (in Miniture) a Tun, 
'Tho' only render'd to our Eyes, 
: A Runlet of a Gallon ſize, 


But we're to think, as when we go, 
At Fairs, to ſee a Puppit-Show, 
That all the Figures we behold, 


Are Men and Women, young or old, 


And 


eee 
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And tho' each ſeems a little Creature, 
By fancy, we muſt make em greater; 


TH external Ornaments that gtace 
A Tavern, that delightful place, 
Are Hieroglyphicks, meant (in fine) 
To ſhow, my Landlord ſells good Wine, 


Where ev'ry one that's low in Spirits, 


May be reliev'd by Whites or Clarets, 
Or other Wines that may fupply 


Their Wants that happen to be dry. 


Thus wigs when firſt theycame in faſhion, 5 
Denoted each Man $ Occupation, 


That Paſſengers thereby might kobe, 


On all Occaſions where to 80. 


when Paracelſus Head you meet, 
Or Galen s, hanging in the Street, 


Walk i in, if ſick, and you'll be ſure 


Of Med'cines that may work a Cure. DA 
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Lock up, and when you once have ſpy d 
A bloody Man without his Hide, 
With here and there a ſquare-cap' dN oddy, 
All peering at the ſcare-crow Body, 
If Pins and Needles chance to teaſe you, 
There lives an Artiſt that can eaſe you. 
If, in Moorfields, a Lady ſtroles, 
Among the Globes and Golden-Balls, © 
Where e er they hang, ſhe may be certain 
| 5 Of knowing what mall be her Fortune ; 3 
1 Huſband's 1 too, 1 dare to fay, 
- But that ſhe better knows than they. 
The pregnant Madam, drawn * 
By promiſe to be made a Bride, 


I near her Time, and in diſtreſs. 


For ſome obſcure convenient place, 


: Let her but take the pains to waddle 
About, till ſhe obſerves a Cradle, 


With the foot hanging tow'rds the Door, 


And there the may be made ſecure 


Fconm 
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From al the Pariſh Plagues and Terrors, 
That wait on poor weak Woman's Errors: 


But if the Head hangs tow'rds the Houle, 
As very oft we find it does, 


Avant, for ſhe' 8 A cautious Bawd, 


Whole bus nels 5 only li lies cond. 


Reader be patient, and excuſe 

: "mm ong digreſſion of my Muſe, 
And now again FI gladly meet you 

At Tavern, where * mean to treat you, 
With jingling Fare, tho tis confeſt, 
Verſe is but ſtarving Food at beſt, 

Thin airy Diet, fit for none 


But critick Wits to chew upon. 


No ſooner does the glitt ring Sign 
Remind us of ſalubrious Wine, 

But in we bolt, to eat a Cutlet, 

Or ſomething nice, before we Bottlet: 


And 


| 
| 
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And then as Friends are wont to do, 


Enjoy a happy Hour or two, 


For Clemens, Tates, and many more, 


By drinking kill'd at paſt Fourſcore, 


Bequeath'd this Maxim to the Nation, 
Drink on, but lay 4 good Foundation. 
When enter d, we behold a fair | 


And well-bred Madam in the Bar, 

Not clad to charm the wanton Gueſt, 

- But like a Huffife neatly dreſs'd, 
Whoſe modeſt Looks and Micn agree, 


- Not too reſervd, nor yet too free, 


But civil to the laſt _ , 


Around her, as ſhe fits in State, 


The nimble Drawers liſt'ning wait, 


That her Commands may be obey'd, 


| And cery Gueſt be caſy made, 
{Whilſt the Mercurial Miſter plays 
EZ His part, and c ery Room ſurveys, 
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That they who've taken up their ſitting, 


May be ſupply'd with all that's fitting. 


When Nature prompts to eat, behold 
The Safe, where many Meats lie cold, 
 Diſh'd out, juſt ready to delight 
The haſty peeviſh Appetite, 
Too furious and too keen to reſt, 
Till ſome nice Dainty might be dreſs'd, 

Fiſh, F leſh, and Fowl, in order lying, 

For ſpcedy Roaſting, Boiling, Fr rying, 

Or any other way that beſt | 
May entertain each hungry Gueſt. 
i The Kitchen neat, the Pewter bright, 
The cleanly Cook dreſs d up in whine, 
Arm'd with a Knife, that might be made 
A Backſword, for its length of Blade; 
With Saucepans, Stewpans, Pots and Kettles, 


All ſhining in their ſeveral Mettles, 
F To 


e 
To pleaſe each hungry Mortal's fight, 
And raiſe the fickly Appetite. 
Here uſeful Fire impriſon'd lies, 
And thro' ſtrong Bars delights our Eyes, 
_ Comforts our Noſes i in cold Weather, 
And keeps good Company together. 
Here wealthy Nigards may be taught 
To live as rich Curmudgeons ought, 
And how to change their old Frugality, 
Into true gen'rous Hoſpitality. 
5 Here Country Squires, by often Treating, 
May learn to underſtand good Eating, 
And how they may at home advance 
New Kickſhaws a la mode de France. 
In ſhort, here's ev'ry thing to pleaſe 
Alt Pallats, Humours, and Degrees, | 
Pickles and Spices from abroad, 
To ſeafon our domeſtick F od, 


And Foreign Wines of ev'ry ſort, 
From coſtly French, to common Port, 


Clean 
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Clean Rooms, where nothing can offend us, 
Briſk nimble Drawers to attend us, 

A Jolly Maſter to redreſs 

What cer diſturbs our Happineſs, | 

And ev'ry thing that Man can aſk, 

To make him Godlike o'er the Flaſk. 


Thus he that's wealthy, if he's wiſe, 
Commands an earthly Paradiſe 3 

That happy Station, no where found, 

But where the Glaſs goes freely round. 
Then give us Wine to drown the Cares 
Of Life, in our declining Years, 

That we may gain, if Heav n thinks 8 
By drinking, what was loſt by eating 'Y 
For tho' Mankind, for chat Offence, 

Were doom'd to Labour ever ſince, 

Yet Mercy has the Grape impowr'd | 

To fweeten what the Apple ſowr'd. 


F 2 CANTO 
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CANTO IV. 


1 he T. avern I ormentors. 


OW bleſt aide ah Station be, 
Would Men love Peace and Amitie ! 
How glib and eaſy would the Cares 


And Toils of our uncertain Years 

Go down, if no ill-naturd Brothers 

Would pleaſure take in plaguing others! 
But fince the Fate of things are ſuch, 

That ſome have little, ſome too much, 

And that Dame Fortune's Purſeproud Darlings 

Will have their Humours and their Snarlings, 

The Vint'ner muſt himſelf ſurrender 

Io ev'ry croſsgrain d Money-fpender; 

8 And if he'd be accounted Civil, 
Cry, Sir, you're welcome, to the Devil; 


Submit to ev'ry Fool's Opinion, 
And Flatter like a Prince's Minion. 


But 
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But of all Hum'rifts that delight 

To ſhew their Folly or their Spight, 
The following Lift are thoſe that moſt 
Perplex each Bacchanalian Hoſt, 

Tho other Trades, as well as ey, 


Have Teaſers i in a diff rent way. 

Among this merry motly Race; 
The Bubble Upſtarts claim a place, 
Grown Rich by fictious Stocks and Funds, 
As Aſſes thrive on barren Grounds, 2 
Each raviſh' d with his wealthy Store, 
Like Danae with her Golden Show' r, 5 
Which from the diſtant Clouds deſcended; 
Juſt ſo our Bublers are befriendd, 
Who growing proud and richer far, 
In fancy, than they really are, 


Aſſume too much wheree'er Aye come, 


5 Except where known, and that sat home; 


Huff, ſtrut and wrangle where they Dine, 
Reproach the Cook, diſpraiſe the Wine, 
Diſpute the Bill without a cauſe, 

And chatter worſe than Pyes or Daws, 


Shew ing 
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Shewing they are not what they wou'd be, 

Nor can, or will be what they ſhou'd be. 

But curb, O Muſe, thy forward Nature, 

All Jobbers merit not thy Satyr, 

Forget not honeſt Gouty John, 

Who with his Wealth more good has done, 

To Objects worthy of Compaſſion, 

Than half the Sout he ant i in the Nation. 

F or which may Providence relieve him, 

From all the pungent Pains that grieve him, 
Prolong his Days, encreaſe his Riches, 


3 1 And * him from 1 Podegric twitches. 


The Scingy 8 is the next, 
With whom the Vint ner is perplex a, 
Who neither goes, nor cares to tay, 

Delights to drink, but hates to pay, 

Is always running whilſt he's ſitting, 

Let tarries with the leaſt intreating, 

In hopes, if you prefume to aſk him, 


You 11, coſt-free, Bottle him, or Flaſk him; 2 
But 
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But when the Reck'ning's call'd, and brought, 


And he's requir'd to pay his ſhot, 

He grumbles, fumbles, frets and vexes, 
Like Miſer paying Pariſh-Taxes ; 
And thus for half an Hour contends 
With Maſter, Drawer, and his Friends, 
About Tobacco, Bread and Cheeſe, 
Or ſome paor Trifles, ſuch as theſe ; 
Then in a Fury flinging down 
His Eighteen Pence for Half a Crown, 
He ſneaks away, confus'd | in Mind, 

Deſpis'd by thoſe he leaves behind, 


The Dinner-Spungers next ſucceed, 
Who buy their Wine, but beg their Bread, 
Old Batchelors, untam'd by Woman, 
That keep no Houſe, but live in common, 
Feed at ſome Tavern ev ry Day, 
But nothing for their eating pay, | 
Yet guttle more, where e er they Dine, 
In Victuals, than they ſpend in Wine, 


And 


eas 

And ſwallow, if they like the Joint, 

A Pound, before they drink a Pint; 

Not but a Cow- Heel, fry'd with Onions, 

Is exc'lent Fare, in their Opinions, 

For Spungers ſeldom have a loathing 

Io any Food that coſts them nothing, 

But, Miſer- like, commend that Feaſt 
The moſt, at which they ſpend the leaſt, 


To theſe we add a Race of Sots, 
Who deal in Jills, or Quartern Pots, 
And think it an unchriſtian Crime 
| To've more before em at one time. 

Old moody Knaves, that ne er will ſpend 
One handſome Sixpence with a Friend, 
But loll beneath the Kitchen-Shelves, 

And drink, like Hangmen, by themſelves, 
Till by repeated Jills they grow 


f 5 Half F udd] d, then they Pay and go, 


Not Home, but to ſome other Houſes, 
Where they compleat their ſeveral Doſes, 


And 
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And never ſtop their courſe, beſure, 
Till lily Drunk in minuture. 


Thus Hypocrites delight to tipple, 
But fain would hide it from the People; 
And taking Pattern by the Godly, 
Drink much, but do it very odly. 


Next in the Liſt appears a ſett 
Of hungry Blades, that love to Whet, 
Altho their Stomachs are indeed 
90 ſharp, that they no Whetting need; 
For if a cold Sirloin of Beef, 
Or Buttock, lies within the Safe, 
The Glaſs- Defence that ſtands before it, 
Will prove no Bulwark to ſecure it; „ 
For threat ning Weapons ſoon appear, 
Drawn out from Pocket or the Bar, 
Then begging but a Bit, or ' | 
They ſlice one half before they go, 
_ Each feaſting at the ſlender Coſt 
Of Sixpence for his Wine, at moſt. 


8 Rare 
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Rare Gueſts, as ever Fortune ſent, 
Tenrich the Taverns they frequent, 

And raiſe our Vint'ners and their Spouſes, 


To Coaches and their Country-Houſes. 


Another ſort of ill-bred Hogs 

There are, that act like Cats and Dogs, 
Who in ſome Kitchen-Box ſit watching, 
To gratify themſelves by ſnatching; 
If a fine Turkey's on the Spit, 
By ſtealth they ſcize the choiceſt Bit, 
Drink to the Cook, and whulſt they glve her 
A Glaſs, one ſneaks away the Liver ; 

The Wench ſhe frets and fumes about it. 
They ſwear a Spaniel Dog run out wit: 
The Maſter ſtorms, the Cook is blanrd, 
The Miſtreſs raves, the Dog is damn d. 
The Gueſts reſent the great abuſe, 
The Drawer forms ſome good excuſe: 
And thus the Miſchief circles roun d, 


Occaſion d by one greedy Hound, 


If 
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If Sauſages or Stakes are frying, 

Or Fowls before the Fire lying, 

A Frizacy of Rabbits dreſſing, 
Or any Dainty worth their taſting, 

Their Fiſh- hook Fingers will have ſhare, 

In ſpight of all the Cookmaid's Care. 

Thus, Lady-like, they love what's nice, 

But ſteal their Prey like Rats and Mice. 


"Theſe are ſucceeded by a Clan, 

Call'd, Teomen of the Dripping- Pan, 
Who beg their Bread, which firſt they bake, 
Till harder than a Bitket-Cake, 

Then in the Drippings of the Roaſt 

They mollify the cruſty Toaſt, 

And often Breakfaſt, may be Dine, 

For only one poor Jill of Wine, 

Of three-pence Price, o'er which they ſwallow 
At leaſt, a Pound of Bread and Tallow, | 

Aud therefore at one Meal muſt grow 


More fat, than others do at two, 
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'That, would they gorge a Ball, or piece 


Of Cotten-Wick among their Greaſe, 


Their ſtinking Ends, both Night and Morning, 
Would mould ye Candles fit for burning. 


Others, who've neither Goods or Wives, 
Prove fatal Foes to Plates and Knives, 
Mercurial Blades, who cannot wait 
One flying Moment for their Meat, 


But ſome Experiment, tho' rude 


And miſchievous, muſt be renew d, 


One, Pewter turns on pointed Steel, 


And makes a Horizontal Wheel, 
Till by ſwift motion, and by weight, 
He bores a Hole quite thro' the Plate. 


Another takes a Knife and whittles 


The Table edge as if 'twas Victals, 


Elſe wanting thought of wh at to do, 


He ſtabs the Linen thro' and thro, 

Ard does more Damage in his Ayres, 

Than all he ſpends at twice, repairs. 
Tus 
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Thus careleſs Perſons may oppreſs 
Their Neighbours, thro forgetfulneſs ;, 
But when made conſcious of the hurt, 
They ought to do em juſtice fort. 


But above all, the narrow Souls, 


That love their Bottles and their Bowls, 


No ſtingy Knave, no ſorry Creature, 


Can fall below the Drawer: biter, 


Who likes Collecting, for the ſake 


Of keeping his own Reck'ning back : 


Or if there's any ſmall remains 


For Tom, or Fenwick, in his hands, 


He'll ftay the laſt, deſigning Man, 


To wrong the Drawer, if he can, 


Toſſing him Six-pence, as a blind, 


And keeps, perhaps, three more behind. 


Thus makes himſelf more baſe and little : 


Than a Church-ward'n that robs the Spittle, 
Or a Truſtee that does oppreſs 


The Widow or the Fatherleſs. 
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The laſt are ſorry Knaves indeed, 
Who Pocket Spoons with which they feed, 
And often cauſe unjuſt Reflexions 
On Perſons that abhor ſuch Adions, 
Make Servants liable to me, 
Stain PO Hou with Shame, 
And arc, s thort, worſe Rogues than they 
That boldly rob in open Way, 
But theſe are Miſcreants by Nature, 
Unworthy of the loweſt Satyr, 
Ther-fore, as Scoundrels we'll reject em, 


And leave the tlangman to correct em. 


CONCL U.$1 0 N. 
Since each kind Vint ner, Minion- like, muſt bend 
To teaf ing Fops and Hum'riſls they attend, 
The meaneſt Vretch with handſome Uſage treat, 
Bow low to Upſtarts, and to Scrubs ſubmit, 
Let Men of Senſe with Folly Bacchus join, 0 
T expel ac noiſy Ir rangler from the Ji me, 
And raiſe the ancient Digni:y of Wine. 0 
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A South-Sea BALLAD, or, Merry Remarks 
upon Fxchange-Alley Bubbles. 


To a New Tune, call'd, 
The Grand Elixir,or,The Philoſopher's Stone diſcouer'd 


N London ſtands a famous Pile, 
I And near thar Pile an Alley, 
Where merry Crowds for Riches toil, 
And Wiſdom ſtoops to Folly. 
Here Sad and Joyful, High and Low, 
Court Fortune for her Graces, 
And as ſhe Smiles or Frowns, they ſhow 
Their Geſtures and Grimaces. 


2. | 
Here Stars and Garters do appear, 
Among our Lords the Rabble, 
To buy and fell, ro ſee and hear 
The Jews and Gentiles ſquabble. 
Here crafty Courtiers are too wiſe 
For thoſe who truſt to Fortune, 
They ſee the Cheat with clearer Eyes, 
Who peep behind the Curtain. 


Our greateſt Ladies hither come, 
And ply in Chariots daily, 
Oft pawn their Jewels for a Sum, 
To venture't in the Alley. 
Young Harlors roo, from Drury-Lane, 
Approach the Change in Coaches, 
To fool away the Gold they gain 
By their obſcene Debauches. 


1 
Long Heads may thrive by ſober Rules, 
Becauſe they think and drink not, 
But Headlongs are our thriving Fools, 
Who only drink and think nor. 
The lucky Rogues, like Spaniel Dogs, 
Leap into South-Sea Water, 
And there they fiſh for Golden Frogs, 
Not caring what comes a'ter. | 
ine < 5 
'Tis faid that Cd enifs of old 
Could turn a Erazen Kettle, 
Or Leaden Cittern into Gold, 
That noble tempting Merrie, 
But if it here may be allow'd 
To bring in Great with Small things, 
Our cunning South Sea, like a God, 
Turns Nothing into All things, | 
i 35 Whar 


6. 
What need hae 2 of Indian Wealth, 
Or Commerce with our Neighbours, 
Our Conſtitution is in Health, 
And Riches crown our Labours, 
Our Saut h- Sea Ships have golden Shrouds, 
They bring us Wealth, tis granted, 
But lodge their Treaſure in the Clouds, 
To hide it till its wanted. 


R 
O Brit ain bleſs thy preſent ſtate, 
Thou only happy Nation, 
So odly Rich, fo madly Grear, 
Since Bubbles came in faſhion. 
Succeſsful Rakes exert their Pride, 
And count their airy Millions, 
Whilſt homely Drabs in Coaches ride, 
Erought up to Town on Pillions. 
8) 
Few Men, who 2 Reaſon's Rules, 
Grow tat with South-Sea Diet, 
Young Rattles and unchinking Fools 
Are thoſe that flouriſh by it. 
Old Muſty pw and puſhing Blades, 
Who've leaſt Conſideration, 
_ Grow Rich apace, whilſt witer Heads 
Are ſtruck wich Admiration. 


9. 
A Race of Men, who t other day 
Lay cruſh'd beneath Diſaſters, 
Are now by Stock brought into 'Play, 
And made our Lords and Mafters. 
But thould our Suuth-Sea Babel fall, 
What Numbers would be Frowning, 
The Loſers then mult eaſe their Gall 
By Ranging or by Drowning. 
(10. 


Five hundred Millions, Notes and Bonds, 


Our Stocks are worth in Value, 
But neither lie in Goods or Lands, 
Or Morey, let me tell ye. 

Yer tho' our Foreign Trade is loft, 
Of michty Wealth me vapour, 
When ail the Riches that we boaſt 

Conſiſt in ſcraps of Paper, 
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5 theſ 1ull — ws a merry Tale, 
lite Soutb- Sea Stock of late, perbaps may fail; 


For if the Poem's damn'd, the Poci's broke. 
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PL 
N that dull Time of Recreation, 5 
1 By Lawyers call'd, The Long Vacation, 
When Pettifogs and Hackny-Writers, 
Sneak up and down like poor Sheep-biters ; 
When Taylors too, for want of Trade, | 
Make Cucumbers their daily Bread, 

And deſtitute of Pence to ſ pend, 

At All-Fours, Nine-Pins, or Board' -End, 
Turn Aquepotes, when Credit fails, 
And Homage pay to Pumps and Wells; 


— 7 


4 2 9 

Nor is x i ſhameful ! in the leaſt, 

For Mar tile a Beaſt) 

Since Gen'rals and their armed Forces, 
Are glad ſometimes to drink like Horſes, - 

And whenttey'rewarm'dwith Field Diſputes, - 

Swill Water, juſt like other Brutes. 
When Whaſeſale- Dealers mount their Steeds, 
And ſtrut on Finſo ry Luadrupedes, 

To plague t their diſtant Country Ghaps, ? 
With ſtrenuous Duns, Bilk, Bums and Knaps, | 
'And thus are forc'd to be ſevere, 

To fave themſelves from breaking here. 

: When wealthy Vintners ſend their Spouſes 
And Daughters to their Humpſted Houſes, , 
| Whilſt they themſelves negle& their Bars, 
To hunt with Sheriffs and Lord May'rs; 
Or twice a Week forſake their Cellars 
Ie revel at ſome Country Dealers, 3 
Where, with their Friends, they ſtuff their 
With Srockdon Hams or Venſon Haunches, 


And draw in all they can invite, 


To make their own Expence more light. 
men 


CRF) 
When Vict lers, to promote the Sale 
Oft muddy Beer and Gooſb'ry Ale, 
Are fore d to truſt, in ſpight of Law, 
At leaſt one half of what they draw, 
Till Kather'n-Wheeli, round O's, and Croſſes, 
Thoſe Signs of doubtful Debts and Loſſes, | 
| Shine round their chalky Bars as bright 
As Planetary Orbs by Night, 
 Glitrring by Sixes and by Sevens, ' 
Like Conſtellations in the Heavens, 
Till Trade improves and Money comes 
By ſlow Degrees, in little Sums, 
Then a wet Finger does its Duty, | 
And robs the Bar-board of its Beauty. 
In ſuch afflicting Times as theſe, 
When thinſkin'd Ladies hunt the Fleas, 
| And ſhoals of Fools, depriv'd of Riches, | 
Pray backwards for the South, like Witches, : 
My Jolly Friend and I, not finding 


Domeſtick Bus neſs worth our minding, 


Mov d by the fineneſs of the Weather, 


Agreed to take a Trip *. 
Leaving 


e 
Leaving our careful Wives to mourn 
Our Abſence, till our ſafe return; 
For Women that have known the Sweets 
Of Love, between the Nuptial Sheets, 
Are always in a peck of Troubles, 
Like Children, when they loſe their Baubles. 
On Menday, Augu# Twenty-one, 
When Morning Clouds eclips'd the Sun, 
My Friend and I, with nimble Heels, 
Took our departure from Moorfeelds, 


= A Place once famous thro the Nation, 


For ſporting Nymphs and Conj juration; 

Alſo for Gaming, Wreſtling, Cudgelling, 
And what your modeſt Whores call Eudgeling, 
But now, by dint of Grace, tis grown, 

A Pious Quarter of the Town, 

And Meetings, for the Peoples good, 

Ae built where Bawdyhouſes ſtood; | 

= Whilſt Saints reform the neighb'ring Allies, 

, | Once ſtuffd with common Sluts and Baili's. 


Thus Time turns ev'ry Place and Creature, 


10 ſomething worſe, or ſomething better; 
C All 


(5) 


All Things on Earth have ups and downs; 
As fickle Fortune Smiles or Frowns. 

When thus my chuffy Comrade, Grg, 
That mortal Cherubim, and I, 
Had left our loving Babes and Spouſes, 

And turn d our Backs upon our Houſes, 
we walk d and talk d, did laugh and friſk, 
And on each other look d as briſk, 
As if our Wives had both been buryd 
Some Months, or that we d ne er been marry d- 
Thus happy our Companions find us, 
Wen Nuptial Cares are thrown behind us; 
But ſuch kind Intervals as theſe 
Laſt ſeldom long without a Teaſe. 
Now plagu d with neither Child nor Woman, 
We ſteer d our Courſe tow rds Bromly Common, 
Debating whether we ſhould Coach it, 0 
Or keep back that Expence in Pocket: 
At length our frugal Tempers bent us, 
To gently trip it on our Ten- toes, 
Altho in Fleſh, Blood, Guts and Greaſe; 
We walkd near Eighteen Stone alone, 
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That is, in caſe my bulky Mate 


Would add to my inferior weight; 


And kindly lend me ſix or ſeven 
Score Pounds, to make the Ballanee even: 
Therefore my Maſe; on this Occafion, | 


Craves leave to make a ſmall Pigreſſion, 


Wherein ſhe juftly does intend 


Jo draw the Picture of my Fiend, 
That he that reads may have a fight | 
Of honeſt Nil, in black and white. 


Reuben, that wond' rous Man of Art, 


Ia Sacred Hiftory expert, 


Whoſe Head and Hand by Faney. fir d, 


Seem d both for Holy Works inſpir d, 


Yet he, in all the Clouds he as painted, 


Where Angels oft are repreſented, 


Ne er bleſs d the World with ſuch a Face 
As Will can ſhow, when o'er the Glaſs: 


Nor does the Carving in St. Paul's, 5 

Of winged Cherubs o'er the Stalls, | 

Afford us one Seraphick Plih, 
So Cherubimical as his; 


Eſpecially 


CPP 
Eſpecially when waſh'd and ſcowr d, 
Or newly doctor d by my * Lord: 
Then when he's ſeated o'er a Bowl, 
With this good Freind and that dear Soul, 
No Michael, Zeus, or Peter Paul, 4 
Could e er produce among em all, 6 
So glorious an Original. ) 


His Body's of a comely growth, 
Betwixt Activity and Sloth, 
Can nimbly to the Cellar run, 
Then fit and ſnoar as ſoon as done; 
Yet when in Chair he lolls his Breech, 
Or on a Bench, no matter which, 
His Head aſide, his Peepers winking, 
In a ſoft Slumber, to one's thinking, 
Let any Friend a Cup but fill, 
And ay, Here's 10 thee, bone Will, 
Then up he ſtarts, I dare engage Je, 
And cries, Tour Servant, Sir, III pledge 90 
Nay, if a Mouſe ſhould chance to creep 5 
But near him, when he's faſt allcep, 


Ta bourj ft a 
neig ing Barber always ſo ſtil 4, . 
B And 


(89) | 
And ſqueak, twixt Cupboard and the Wall, 
He'd anſwer, Gentlemen d ye call, 

So wakeful when a Nap he takes, 

And yet ſo drowzy when he wakes, 
That he mnſt ken him well that knows 
When he's Awake, or in a Doze 3 

For as ſome People walk when dead 
Aſleep, as tis by many ſaid, 


So, vice verſa, when he walks, 
Poor honeſt Vill both Sleeps and Talks; 
Wherefore no- mortal Man knows, whether 
He always really ſleeps, or never; 
For all his Words and Actions feem, 
Except in Bed, a very Dream, 
And there, for his good Spouſe's ſake, 
We hope ſometimes he's broad awake. 
Now, Reader, Cheek by Jowl we jog, 
Both freed alike from Nuptial Clog, 
As merry as twoſlaviſh Creatures, 
Who juſt had ſhaken off their Fetters, 
Shaping the Courſe we had to take, 
Vl half aſleep, I ſcarce awake, 


"Til 


* 


(9) 
Till into Gracechureb-Strees we came, 
Where wealthy Quakers live in Fame, 
un whoſe well-furniſh'd Shops there ſtood, 
Such Iuſheous Female Fleſh and Blood, 


So gravely dreſs d, without a Hoop, 

But yet ſo rich, from Head to Poop, 

So fair their Bubbies and their Faces, 

So ſmooth tlieir Sattins, without Laces, 
Their Petticoats in Folds depending, 
The common Mode ſo far tranſcending, 
As if they thought, when Love had quite 
Extinguiſhed what they call the Light, 
Their pritty Legs, thoſe underprops, 
Could ſtretch their Coats inſtead of Hoops, 


| | Whoſe width diſcovers, to our wonder, 


How far ſome Toes can part afunder. 


Therefore no Woman ought to hide 


Uer Charms in Hoops ſo wond'rous wide, (. 


Except {h'as a confounded Stride. 


From hence I lug d my honeſt Friend, 
Who on a Poſt ſome time had lean d, 
TY 5 " 


{10 ) 
To take a little Nap, whilſt 1— * 
Apply'd unto the Wall hard by; 
And when I'd ſhook him once or twice, 


And made him open his drowſy Eyes, 
Downwards we almoſt run a Race 

To Fiſbſtreet-Hill, that noted Place, 
Where ſhoals of Lobſters lay in view, 


Some ſtinking ſtale, ſome crawling new, 

With ſundry ſort of Fiſh beſide, | 

That ſmelt as ſtrong as if ally'd 

To Venus, that adult rous Slattern, 
Begot upon the Sea by Saturn. 

Whence Lovers do obſerve, and't pleaſe ye, 

The faireſt Ladies ſmell moſt fiſhy : 

If ſo, then who would not by marrying, 

Enjoy Fiſh, Fleſh and good Red-Herring. 
From hence we mov'd directly forward, 

Our Noſes South, our Arſes Norward, 

Till we proceeded to that ridge 

Of arched Stones, call d London-Bridpe, 

| Where wooden Houſes tott ring ſtood = 
On Props, above the raging Flood, 


Whoſe 


TWF 
Whoſe roaring Billows, as they paſt ©? 
Each ſtubborn Arch in angry haſt, 
Seem'd, as they rowl'd along in fury, 


To threaten, in their foaming hurry, 
Deſtruction to that vaulted Row 

That checks their Paſſage to and fro. 
Since Rivers thus aloud complain, 
When we their native Courſe reſtrain, 
And with their utmoſt Power attack, 
'She Banks and Mounds that keep 'em back, 
Well may poor Nat ions, when they've loſt : 
That freedom which they once could boaſt, 
Unite their Forces and agree, 

To roar aloud for Liberty. 

By this time my ſomnifrous Friend 
And I Eliza's Houſe had gain d, 
And to the wracking of our Bones, 


Slid on from greaſy Stones to Stones, 
5 Giving, like civil Men, the way 
— Hackney Coach and Brewer's Dray, 
Or lab'ring Horſes that came nigh us, 
Loaded from Tan end and from Dyc houſe, 


(1a) 
Which ſo fatigu'd my Friend's fat Corpus; 
He blow'd and ſnorted like a Porpur- 
But at the Vifto's of the Draw-Bridge 
| Got Breath, by ſeeing Boats go thro' Bridge: 


So Travellers, when almoſt tir d, 
y ſweating much and walking bard, 
Lean on their Staves, for eaſe defied, 
And'turn their Noſes to the Wind. 
When thus my Friend had cool'd his Liver, 
By Breezes that came off the River, 6 
| Weblow'd our Noſes, w ip d our F acer, 
And then advanc'd, by gentle Paces, 


To Southwark-Market, where we view d 


Such vaſt variety of Food, 

That ro luxurious Fornicator 
Could paſs, without indulging Nature; 
For as we ſqueez'd and joſtld thorough 

| The right-hand fide orb crowded Borough, 

The Butchers made a bloody ſhow, 


And ſtood like Cuckolds all-a-row, 
Some ſtock” dwith Beef, ſome ſtor'd with Veal, | 


dome wetting Knives upon a Steel ; 


Some 


(13) 
Some ſelling Mutton, others Ramiftones; - 
As big as Turkey-Eggs, for Lamb-ſtones, | 
For he that cannot by his Eyes © 


Diftinguiſh, knows not what be buys. ' 
Among the Butchers, here and _ ; 


Was plac'd a uſeful Poulterer, 


One :1 21s Shop (befides his Wares, 


Rang d on his Shelves for Cuſtomers) 
Had thoſe two Comforts of his Life, 


A Spaniel Puppy and his Wife, h 


But which he really lov'd the beſt, 
I can't determine, I proteſt, 
Tho L obſerv'd him as I paſt, 
+ He ſtrok d the firſt, but not the laſt; 5 
Whence ſome would think he lov'd his Dog 
Much better than his Nuptial Clog; z 


Which if he does, ſhe ought to ſcorn him, 


And into better Manners Horn him. 
Another, deſtin d by his Stars, 

| To deal in Pigs and Poultry Wares, 

Is by the Saints ſo much reſpected, 

| No Muſe can paſs kim by negledied. 


* + 
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( 14 ) 
His blund'ring Head looks Sarazantick, 
His Body's of a bulk Gygantick, 
So fat, ſo weighty, and fo large, 
Twould freight a little Weſtern Barge 
His Belly, in its ſpacious hollow, 
Contains at leaſt ten Stone of Tallow, 
Beſides, of Filth ſuch ample ſtore, 
 *Twou'd dung a Rood of Land, or more; 
His Legs, like Pavier's Rammers, level 
The Stones, wheree er they walk or travel; 
His Checks and Noſe are of a true 
Refulgent Bacchanalian hue. 
So dy d with Claret, that, in ſhort, 
His Face ſweat nothing elſe but Port. 


His Principles are Het rodox, 

As taught by Naylor and by For; 

And when he's well inſpird by Claret, 
Like them can babble by the Spirit, 

And at the Meeting prate and ſay, 

As much dull ſtuff, Poz rox, as they; 

Yet notwithſtanding that, the Light 

Within him ſpines ſo very bricht, 


R (15) 
He can ſometimes, like other Sots; 
Come loaded home with Farlton Pots, 
And give his Wife good Cauſe to ſay, 
4b! Robin, Robin, why this Day 
| Would r thou prophane the Light within thee, 
And drown thoſe Gifts the Lord has gin thee, 
Woe to theſe Doings that undo thee, 
Thrice Woe I do pronounce unto t hee. 
Woe, Woe, are words for Roan or Dobbins 

Prithee let's Gee to Bed, ſays Robin. 
Se up the Stairs the Spirit moves him; 
Whilſt Rachel props behind and ſhoves him. 
Next to his Preaching and his Guzz ling, 
He's famous for the Art of Puzz ling, 
For on his Stall ſometimes is laid 
1 Turkey with a Gooſe's Head, 
And oft he ſtitches, to our wonder, 
A Turkey-Cock 's-Comb to a Gander. 

Thus puzzles Fools with monſtrous Fowls, 

By joining Woodcocks Bills to Owls, 


. And making Partridges and Plover 


Change Heads and Wings with one another. 
Sang ads All Ib ul one The 
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(16 ) 

The next Curiofity he ſhows, 
Are Pigs ſtitch'd up in Body-clothes, 
And thinks 'twould ſpoil a — Joke, 
"To ſella Pig without a Poke. | 
No yellow Fowl, or ſtale one, green, 
Can ever in his Shop be ſeen, 
Becauſe he puts in uſe a ſtrange 
Device, to white em when they change; 
For firſt he greaſes o'er the Skin, 
With fat of ſome drawn Fowl, and then 


Strikes a fine Colour in a Minute. 
Thus ſerves his Poultry and his Pigs, 
As Barbers do their ſandy Wigs, 
Who Oil em firſt, and then prepare 
Their Puffs to hide the Carrot Hair, 
No Folly more delights the Dunce, 
Than that he pos'd a Parſon once. 


With Drudging-Box, and what's within it, 


Pray Friend, ſaid he, art thou ſo knowing, 


To tell where the firſt Man was going 
* be was e Tears of * 3 


— 


n 

Why then, ſays Robin, be it known 
To thee, and all that wear the Gown, 
Adam, when Twenty Years were ſpun, 
Was going into Tuengh. one. „5 


This he reports, when o'er his b 
And brags how he buffoon d the Vicar, 


No Fowls or Rabbits, ſtale or turning, 

He ſells, except on Sunday Morning, 

Firſt deals out Goods ſcarce fit for eating, 

And then Holds-forth at Quaker's Meeting, 

Which ſhews the the Godly may prophane : 

The Sabbath, when it is for Gain. 

Therefore, Friend Robin, we advile thee, 
To let no Journal advertiſe thee, 

But filently to Brentford jog, 

Attended by thy Spaniel Dpg, 

Whoſe noiſy Gift of barking loud, 

Is like thy preaching to the Croud. 


Nor is it difficult to find | 
Ine various Tempers of Mankind, ” 
0-0 yy By 4 


(18) 
By making a judicious handle 
Oth' diff rent Dogs we're apt to fondle. 


The Country Squire that doats upon 
His Hounds, above his Wife or Son, 
And twice or thrice a Week prepares 
To worry Foxes, Bucks, or Hares, 
| Diſcovers that his Dogs and he, 
Each other love by ſympathy, 
And that his Worſhip and his Creatures 
„Are both of perſecuting Natures; 
Only this difference we find, 
Twixt rav'noues Hounds and human kind; 
One only hunts their proper Game, . 
When Hunger prompts em to the ſame, 
But cruel Man, with Plenty bleſt, ; 
His Pride and Avarice to feaſt, þ 5 
Will prey on Man fs well as Beaſt, 535 


The Mod rate Soles thinks it bettes, 
To keep a Greyhound, or a Setter, ; 
By which he ſhows himſelf too wiſe 
For any Break-neck Exerciſe, 
. 5 Hunting 


cy) 


Hunting, he thinks, is only fit 
For March-Beer Sots, not Men of Wit, 
To carry off laſt Night's Carouzing, 
And Spirit up another Booz ing; 
But Fiſhing, Courſing, Shooting, Setting, 
The ranging of the Dogs, the Netting, 
Are Paſtimes that in ſafety yield 
All the true Pleaſures of the Field; 
Such as delight, but never teaſe 
The Mind that loves to he at eaſe: 
Beſides, the Greyhouud and the Setter, 
Are of a ſoothing tender Nature, OT | 
So beauteous in their Limbs and Heads, 
Altho of diff rent Shapes and Breeds, | 
That they are worthy of their Food, 
For only to be ſtroak d and view d. 
And as theſe Dogs are of a kind 
And gentle Temper, lo we ind 
Their Maſters ſeldom want a Soul, + 
Free, Generous and Affable; 1 
Tho we muſt own, no gen ral Rules 7 


Without Exceptions in the Schools. * 


(20) 
The killing Tribe, who are the Sole 
Support of Hockley in the Hole, 


Who at their Arſes hang their Steels, 

Muſt have their Bull-Dogs at their Heels, 

Thoſe low'ring ill-look'd ugly Creatures, 

That threat'n deſtruction in their Features, 

Leering at cery ſtep they take, 

With vicious Eyes and Noſes black, 
Expreſſing ſo much Spight and Ire, 

As if the Devil had been their Sire, 

And that their hold-faſt moody kind, 

For Miſchief only were deſign d. 


Therefore, we in the Brute may fee 
His Maſter's Rage and Cruelty. 
For cery Mortal that is prone l 
To keep a Dog, will pick out one 8 
Whoſe Qualities are like his own. A 


The Poulterer, bred up to deal 

In Wigeon, Mallard, Duck and Teal, 

As well as Dunghil-Fowl, and broods 

Of Birds, that dwell in Fields and Woods, 


—ů — 


1 | 8 Keeps 


( 
| Keeps and admires the Water- Breed, 
For his long Ears and mottI'd Head, 
And for his chief Diverſion hugs DT 
The Spaniel, as the Dog of Dog 
Becauſe his Keeper knows full well, 


Poor Tray does in two Gifts excel, | 
That is, he'll play both faſt and looſe; = 
And hunt a Duck, or ſteal a Gooſe; | 1 
Therefore his Maſter loves that Sort . i 
Of Dog, for Profit and for Sport.. 
And can apply the Whelp, at leiſure; ”— : | 


Either to Int reſt or to Pleaſure. | 3 | 
So Strumpets of the lower Claſs 4 | 
Do rbe like Qualities embrace, © 
And make a pretty decent Living, 5 : 
_ Of ſometimes Sporting, ſometimes Thieving, | 


Poor Alley Scoundrels, at their Doors, | 

Have always little yelping Curs, 5 | 

| Who by their noiſy Barkings tell, 2 

| Where Sots and Scolds ia Diſcord dwell; | 
And to each Paſſenger make known - 
| Their Keeper's Failings by their own. 


OT * 


(22) 
The ſurly Tinker, when he Travels, 
Who prides in drunken Broils and Cavils, 
Muſt have a Dog to bear is Budget, 
Wheree er his Worſhip's pleas d to trudge it: 
A Mongrel of ſome ugly Breed, 
That's better for to hang than feed : 
In whoſe ſowre Aſpect we may find 
The Maſter's rough unpoliſh' d Mind: 
Or, vice verſa, in the Rogue, 


Behold the-Nature of the Dog. 
> Thus both in each we may diſcovers 


For one s the Picture of the other. 


Ladies "PRA little Lap Dog Elves, 
Croſs- grain d, and pretty, like themſelves. 

Who ſnarl and bark at all but thoſe 

To whom fair Madam favour ſhows; 

And if the Miſtreſs does approve you, 

Jewel, in courſe, is taught to love you. 


| Bailiffs and Watchmen have their Dogs, 
Who growl at all chat pob, 1 but Rogues. 


\Beggary 


(23) 
Beggars their Curs, that difagree; 
And yelp at cery thing they ſee, =, 5 
But ſtinking Rags and Poverty. | 
All Men, in ſhort, that take delight 
In ſurly Brutes, that ſnarl and bite, 


Make choice, tho' to themſelves unknown, 


07 ſuch whoſe Natures ſute their own, 


That each judicious Obſervator 


May gueſs the Maſter by the Creature. 


Reader I 0 you wil excuſe 
This long digreſſion of my Muſe; 
Conſider, Travellers will ſtray, 
Sometimes, a little out o'th Way, 
But now again we ſteer our Feet 
Into the common Road or Street. 

By this time Wil and I had ſtraddld, 

Or rather puff d, and blow d, and waddl'd, 

Till we arriv'd, by gentle Paces, 

At thoſe two miſerable Places, 

Where poor inſolvent Debtors dwell, 

Confin'd within a local Hell, 
_- 


Where 
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Where Goalers act the Parts of Devils, 
And puniſh Mortals for their Evils; 5 
As if within thoſe curſed Walls, 
Where Man in vain for Mercy calls, 
Each ſurly Keeper, in his Place, 
Could find no other Happineſs, 
Than in tormenting thoſe poor Wretches, 
Sccur d within their Iron Hatches. 
Here bearded Scarecrows, almoſt dead, 
| Stood begging at the Grates for Bread, 

lmploring Help, in doleful Tones, F 


- Succeeded by ſuch Sighs and Groans, ( 
As would have mov'd Hearts made of Stones,” | 


Their Kean bs within hearing, 

Graſping fuli Flaggons, drinking, ſwearing, 
As if their Pleaſure and their Pride, 

And all the Comforts they enjoy d, 

Conſiſted in the diſmal Fare 

Of thoſe beneath their curſed Care. 

So Imps, appointed to torment 

Tube damm d, as ſome Divines conſent, 

U. 
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Make their own Miſeries the leſs, 
By plaguing others to exceſs. 


From thence our crooked Courſe we bent, 
Into the famous Street of Kent, 
Where Wholeſale Broom-men live 1n State, 
Like Merchants, tho' not quite ſo Great, 
| Becauſe they chuſe to dwell in Cots, 
Not bigger much then Rabbit -Huts, 
They take no Pride in uſeleſs Splendor, 


But ſcoff at all external Grandeur, 


And laugh at Prodigals brought low, 

By wracking Rents and outward ow: 
They labour hard for Beef and Pudding, 
And live without much Thought or Stud'i ing, 

Their daily Bus neſs needs no Brains, 

Their Work is at their Fingers ends; 

And when it's o'er they wet their Beards, 
And guzzle till as great as Lords. 
This makes their Vict'lers Rich and Proud, 
Who ſoar above the common Crowd, 

And by the help of others Labours, 


Exalt their Horns above their Neighbours, 
1 And 


— 
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And wallow with their ſwanking Spouſes, 

Not in low Hunts, but lofty Houſes, 

Above the reſt, ſo near the Sky, 

That they're at leaſt Two Story high. 
So Lawyers, in our Country Towns, 
Not only fleece and awe the Clowns, 
But by their Cunning live like Lords, 

In the beft Houſe each Town affords. 
| Here Piles of Brooms in order lay, 
By Chandlers to- be ſwept away; 


Where frowningSluts lean'd o'er theirHatches, 
Whoſe Pimples ſerv'd theirChecks for Patches, 
Some looking with their Beetle Brows, 

And Udders dirtier than a Sows, : 


As fierce as any Bedlam Queen, 
When teaſing Boys have rais'd her Spleen. 


Some of a Scotch Complexion were, 


With freckly Cheeks and yellow Hair, 


Cover'd with Night-caps worn to Rags, 


Black as the Devil's Nutting-Bags, 


Thro Holes of which their ſweaty Locks 
Appear d uncomb d, like matted Flocks 


— 


That 


— 
That from a tatter d Cuſhion ſtart, 
Where Grandſire usd to fit and Fart. 
Others more tidy than the reſt, 5 
Were dreſs d one half, and half undreſs'd, 

Briſk jolly Dames, who, tho their Faces 
Could boaſt no courtly Smiles or Graces, 
Let each appear d to be a Woman 
Too good, for Water- man or Broom- man; 
Tho here and there perhaps a Blemiſh 8 
Might pal an Appetite that's ſqueamiſh 3 
That is, a ſweaty Ear, or ſo, 

Might thro' a dirty Pinner flow 3 "To ; 
Or other ſmall defects ariſe, 

Offenſive to the Noſe or Eyes, 

That even whilſt their Charms invade us 
Their Failings, from their Arms diſſwade us, 
Thus Woman's Beauty has its Darts, 
But does not al ways wound our Heartss, 

Tis Cleanlineſs, as well as Feature, 

| That makes her ſuch a lovely Creature, 
As for the moody rugged Spouſes, 

In Wedlock ty'd to theſe poor Huſſies 

i Wich 
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With frowſy Beards and ruſty Hides, 
Herculean Limbs and Rawbone Sides, 
They ſeem d like Slaves that got a Living 
By Working, ſome, the reſt by Thieving ; 


Some looking like good honeſt Fellows, 
Others as if they drop'd from Gallows, 
Wearing their Fortunes in their Faces, 
| Juſt as Rogues do in other Places; 
For where the Conſcience is not clear, 
Guilt in the Forehead will appear. 
By this time our induſtrious Feet 
Had meaſur'd this long tedious Street, 
And brought us to that famous Houſe, 
The Lock, where Sinners lie in Souſe, 
Till by long driv ling they remove 
The painful Fruits of pleaſing Love, 
And after all their looſe Debauches, 
Become as ſafe and ſound as Roaches. 
Here rev rend Bawds and batter'd Bullies. 
| Young rotten Punks and ruin'd 9 
Diſcarded Miſtreſſes and Play 'rs, 


From Bartbol v mew and Southwark Fai airs; 
Daughters 
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Daughters that run away from Mothers, 
And Wives that leave their Mates for others; 
Here all are welcome to repair 
Their aching Limbs or damag'd Ware; 
And by low Diet and Purgation, 
At leaſt by gentle Salivation, 
In ſpight of Ulcers, Scabs and Tetters, 
May ſoon be made new wholſome Creatures, 
Altho perhaps not quite ſo fair 5 
And handſome as before they were: 
Becauſe in ſuch a Caſe, you know, 


A Noſe may chance to drop, or ſo. 
Now, to the eaſing of our Bones] 
We turn d our backs upon the Stones, = 
Which had not only tir'd our Hocks, "3 
But rutfl'd my Companions Socks, 3 
' Which made him hobble, pick and chuſe 
His Way, as if had Peas in's Shoes: 
But now the Coſs-way that we trod 
Bing ſmoothly rais d above the Road, 
Our Pedeſtals much more at eaſe, 
And all things mending by degrees, 
e ee e 
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Fine Gardens to refreſh the Sight, 
Upon the Left and on the Right, 
Rich Yeomen jogging their fat Arſes 
To Town, upon their long-taild Horſes, 
With here and there a Sunburnt Higler, 
"Twixt Panniere, on a pacing Rigler, 
1 Sometimes a Hackney Coach and Six, 
In which both Sexes kindly mix 


Their wanton Legs, conceal'd from ſight, 
And fo fit crowded, with delight, 
Till Tunbridge wells they do arrive at, 


1 And there conſummate what they drive at. 


Theſe various Scenes that did appear, 
The Fields, the Trees, he Heavens clear, 
And many more engaging Views, 

That did our Eyes and Minds amuſe, 


Beſides a cooling Breeze to fan us, 


And chirping Birds to entertain us, 
| Refreſh'd us fo, when we were gone 
Some Furlongs from the ſtinking Town, 
That we began to mend our Pace, 
Aud walk---as if we walk d a Race. 
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Now no uneaſineſs appear d, 
Nor were the leaſt Complainings heard 
The ruffld Socks were quite forgot, 
And both were pleas d, tho ſweating hot : 
But that which made our Journey ſtill 
The more delightful, was, that Wit 
Had againſt Sleep ſo well provided. 
| He look d as broad awake as I did; - 
Had ſhaken off his drowſy Fits, 
That tyd his Tongue and numb d his Wits, 
And drown” d his old Lethargick Sloth, 
In merry Whims that pleas d us both. 
At length a Parſon in his Gown, 
Came gently jogging tow rds the Town; 
Upon a little ſhag- tail'd Mare, T 
Her colour Grey, her Bones but bare, 
Looking as if alike expert, 
At galling Saddle, or at Cart: 
The Rev rend Rider, as he met us, 
Did with moſt courteous Manners treat us} 
Good Morrow, Gentlemen, ſaid he; 


3 Tour Servant, * anſwer d we: 4. 
| } ow” 
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And ſo we paſsd as Friends, or rather, 
As Chriftian Sons ſhould paſs a Father. 
For be that Honours not bis Guide, 

Has no Religion but bis Pride. 
The next we met appear'd to be, | 


By his external Sanity, 

A ſurly Nonconformiſt Teacher, 

By ſolemn Face, ſome Alley Preacher, 

With Lanthorn Jaws and Roman Noſe, 

A flapping Hat without a Roſe; 3 

A Wig whoſe formal Curls beſpoke him 

Ahungry Saint, Church Porridge |choak him. 

His Riding Coat not black nor gray, 

But of a hue quite out oth way; 

As if his awkward Dreſs and Frame PER 

Were meant, in Holy Calvins Name, 8 

To ſhew his Conſcience eke the ſame. ). 

- "The Horſe that he vouchſaf'd to fi 
Upon, was neither Scrub not Tit, 
But a large pamper d Jade that trod 

As if he ſcorn d the common Road, 


[7 The Common: Praper is {a call d by ſome Diſſenters. 
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And into Sloughs and Ruts would ſtray, 
To ſhow he lov'd no beaten Way. 

For Horſes, when Fanaticks ride 'em, 

Like the poor Aſſes that provide em, 

Muft go which way their Riders grid e em 
Stirrups of Metal, [ ſuppoſe, 
Were too fatiguing to his Toes, 
Or whether he might think em Fop ry, 
Vain Baubles us d in time of Pop'ry, 
I know not, but his ſkinny pair 
Of Legs, of which he'd wondrous Care, 
Were ſafely ſhelter d in Gambages, 
Worn by the Saints in former Ages, 
When Hippocrites ſpurn'd Holy Robes, 
And pious Coblers preach! d in Tabs. 


As thus the Saint was ning bs, 
Good Morrow, Sir, ſaid Will and I; 
For Men of Breeding love to ſhow 
Good Manners, whether due or no. 
He turn d his Head and frown'd upon us, 
As if by dint of Grace had known us, 
5 E os Paſsd 
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Paſs'd by as haughty as a Lord, 
And puff d, but anſwer d ne er a Word. 
| Where was that Fellow bred, ſaid Guy, 
At Utrick? Where dye think? ſaid I, 
A foreign College far exceeding 
All others, for Fanatick Breeding, 
Where Men, like Lawyers in a Court, 
Ne er ſpeak except we pay em fort. 

Tis hard, aid I, that yonder Guide, 
Who j jogs tow'rd London, ſhould beſtride 
So poor a Tit, and Doctor Cant, 
On ſuch a coſtly Gelding vaunt. 
But ſo it is, for Vertue here 
Does in the loweſt Rank appear, 
Whilſt moody Blockheads gain the ſtart, 
Of learn'd Divines and Men of Art. 
| Befides, ith' Parſon's Mare we ſee 
The Rider's meek Humility, Fa 

And by her Shapes and Paces know 
She's kept for Service more than ſhow: 
But by the other's pamper d Horſe, 
Lou may unmaſk the Saint in courſe. 


And 


(35) 
And read his Temper and his Trade, 
In the proud Goings of the Jade; 
For as he keeps and does beſtride 
Aſtately Gelding for his Pride, 
So, for his Profit, the good Man, 
Like others of his crafty Clan, 
Will ride his Betters if he can. 


u this time we began to think 
Of Breakfaſt, and a little Drink, 
Reſolving to refreſh and eaſe 
Our hungry Maws with Bread and Cheeſe, 
And moiſten well our duſty Clay, 
At the next Alehouſe in our Way: 
Accordingly, we found a Place 
Which ſuited well our preſent Caſe, 
A pretty little tippling Hovel, 
Where Pedlars call at as they travel, 
And where the Kentiſh Drovers ſtop 
To light their Pipes and take a Cup; 
| Here alſo we agreed to bait : $ — 
do in we ſtepr, and down we ſat, 


At tended 
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=- Attended by a fair young Maiden, 
No friſky Laſs, no Country Hoyden, 
But one that in her ſober Face, 
Had outward Signs of inward Grace. 
Sweet heart, ſaid I, (but firſt I kiſs d her, 
Who took it like a Holy Siſter) 
Pritbee affift us, if you pleaſe, 
With ſome good Ale, and Bread and Cheeſe. 
She anſwer'd, Tes, it ſhould be done, 
But flur'd a Fizzle as ſhe run; 1 
Which; gave my Friends fat Sides a fit 
of Laughing, till they almoſt Fplit. 
But this unhappy Flirt delay'd 
The coming of the conſcious Maid, 
Who tarrv'd till ſhe'd quite defac'd 
Thoſe Bluſhes her Miſchance had rais'd, 
And then return'd with what ſhe went for, 
Without being further call'd or ſent for. 
But as one Failing did betide 
The Maid's unfortunate Backſide, 
Which by a little Slip behind, 
Diſcover'd Women are but Wind; 
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So now worſe Fortune did attend 


The pond'rous Crupper of my Friend, 
Which causd the Maid to laugh much mote 
At him, than he at her before 

For 1/3), who had by chance forgot 
His bulky Sides and weight, god wot, 
Had plac'd his Bum, for want of Care, 
Upon an ancient feeble Chair, 

Beneath whoſe crazy Bottom fat 

A poor old fond familiar Cat, 

Licking her mundifying Paws, 
With which ſhe ſtroak d her Ears and Jae: 
Wil having in his Mouth a Cruſt 

Of Bread and Cheeſe, to pleaſe his guſt, 
And in his Hand a Mug of Beer, 
To waſh down his dry huſky Cheer; 
But as between the Cup and Lip 
Impediments do often flip, 
The rotten Chair at once fell flat, 
And down came Wil upon the Cat; e 
The Drink, in this unhappy Fall, 


Was quite demoliſh d, Mug and all; 
e eee «Has Some 
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Some had the luck to find its way 
Into his Codpiece, as he lay, 
Which put his Tarriwags in Pickle, 
And made em ſhrink to very little: 


Poor Puſs, beneath his Breech lay ſqualling, 


As if ſhe d been a Caterwauling, 
And that poor Vill, who turn d her over, 


Had been ſome ſtrenuous Boar-cat Lover: 
Puſs cry d out Murder very loudly, 
And ſcratch'd & clau d for Life moſt blood ly, 
Till Will, whoſe Bum began to feel 
Her Tallons, ſharp as pointed Steel, 
0 Made from the Cat a nimble Bound, 


And rais d his Body from the Ground, 
Ram ber, ſays Wil, that Witch of W cher 


Has claw'd E Arſe quite thro my Breeches, 
Then groaping for his Ware, he found 


That all was very ſafe, but drown'd; 


So ſqueezing from his Shirt the Stout 
And Ale, as well as Hands could dot, 

Wringing his Lappets with his Fiſt, 

| As Nate do their Clout bepſt 
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He button d up his damag'd Ware, 
And beg d they'd bring a ſtronger Chair, 
Whilſt the poor Cat, twixt Life and Death} 
Lay ſtruggling on the Floor for Breach, 


Mew'd very faintly, till at length, 
Poor Wretch, ſhe gather d ſo much Strength, 
As to ariſe and crawl away : 
To Chimney-corner, where ſhe lay, 
And ſmooth'd her Fur from Head to Tail, 
Oppreſs'd by Weight and foil'd by Ale, 
Mewing as if ſhe meant F orgiveneſs 
Jo him that wrong d her with his Heavineſs W 
And that in caſe ſhe pin d and dyd, ** 
me 8 
On her account, for Caticide, 2 
Our Landlord, who might juſtly fear 
The downful of a ſecond Chair, - 
Rowl'd in a mighty round of Oak, 
That long had been ſome Butcher's Blocks; - 
And fixing it upon the Floor, 


Where V/ had fe foil d his Bum before, 
F Humbly 5 


— 
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Humbly defir'd him to diſpence 
With that ſoft Stool, without Offence, 
Becauſe his Chairs were all too flight 


And feeble to ſupport his weight. 


My Cherubim, not pleas'd to think 
He d broke his Chair and ſpilt his Drink, 
Reply d, But Landlord, (Lord defend me) 

Have you no Cuſhion you could lend me, 
Tue bruis'd my Buttocks by my fall, 

And this damm d Stool's the Dev I and all 
With that the Daughter fetch d him down 

A Pillow to repoſe upon; 

- And placing it beneath his Rump, 

My Cherub Wil now fat in Pomp, 

Eat Bread and Cheeſe like Country Carier, 

And guzzl'd like a London Porter, 

Till Thirſt and Hunger were ſubdu'd, 

And Sleep more welcome was than Food. 

Then with his drowzy Eyelids clos d, 


He breath d ſuch Muſick whilſt he doz d, 
That 


— 
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That drew my Landlord's grunting Herd, ) 
From their old Swill-Trough in the Yard, 
To ſce what Hog it was that ſnor'd. 


Whilſt Vi thus ſlept, as if h'ad got 
French Horns and Bagpipes in his Throat, 
And that they ſtuck ſo by the way, 

5 could not breathe, but he muſt play, 
1 ſmoak d my pipe, enjoy d my Whim, 
And view'd my drowſy Cherubim: 
His Back he plac d againſt a ſtout 
Brick-Wall, and turn det 'wards Heay' n his 
Which awkward Poſture made him ſcem 
To be Stargazing in his Dream; 3 
His Left. hand on his Knee for eaſe, 
His Right- hand ſtuff d with Bread and Cheeſe, 
Not graſp d fo cloſe but that between 
His Fingers Vie als might be ſeen: 
As this unhappy Haud of his 
Was banging down betwixr his Thighs, 
Io mettl d Cock, as 'twas his uſe, 
Came boldly ſtalking thro' the Houſe, 
F 2 And 
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And at his Heels a cackling Crowd 
Of Hens and all their little Brood, 
Their nimble roving Eyes ſoon found 
The Crumbs we'd ſcatter d on the Ground, 
Then flocking haſtily together, 

Ass Birds will do of the ſame Feather; 
After the Cock had choſe his place 
And ſaid a chuckling ſort of Grace, 

They all fell furiouſſy on, 


Like Ravens in a Field new ſown,_ 


Diſpatching with exceeding haſte, 
Their ſlender accidental Feaſt; 
The Cock, when they had clear 4 the Floor. 
As he was peering round for more, 
Eſpy'd the Bread and Cheeſe contain d 
In Will's repolitory Hand, 
Whoſe Fingers at ſome diſtance by, 
As Rackftaves do before the Hay, 
The Cock he boldly peck'd between, 
Chuck! d, withdrew, then to t agen, 
Till his Example taught the reſt, 
Otth cackling Brood to take a taſte, | 


Wha 
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Who now contending who ſhould ſhare 
| The moſt of the voluptuous Fare, 
So peck'd his Fingers that the ſmart 
Awak'd poor IV and made him ſtart 
And ftare as if ſome frightfyl Dream 
Of murd'ring Rogues had gally'd him; 
But finding that the Hens were buſy 
About him, and his Hand uneaſy, 
Fe flings the remnant of his Bread 
And Cheeſeat this and t'other's Head, 
Call d for the Reck'ning in a hurry, 
And thus expreſs d his Rage and Fury: 
Have I, ſaid he, far ſoul the ben 
Of Wives, that ever Man embrac d, 
And left my Dwelling and my Dear, 
Tote Cat-claw'd and Hen-peck'd Son's 
Have I declin'd an eafy Seat, 
Whoſe ſtrengtb would bear an Ox's weight, 
And rambl d all theſe Miles from Home, 
To bruiſe and thus abuſe my Bum, 
Firſt by a crazy Chair that broke, 
| Aud next by this dann'd Heart of Qak ; 
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So bard, tis fitter, by my Soul, 
For a Smith's Anvil than a Stool. 
Then ſumm d up all his Exclamation, 
Arifing from his frothy Paſſion, 
With, Come, here's to thee, Friend, let's pay 
And ge, Me ve made too long a ſtay. 
So giving to the Houſe content, 


We Conge'd, and away we went. 


Now, like true Travellers we drudg'd 


Along, and chatted as we trudg'd. 
By this time Sol full South was got, 
And ſhin d ſo very bright and hot, 


That we began to melt, and run 


Jo Oil, like Butter in the Sun, 


Or rather drip'd, as on we trotted, 


Like Woodcocks at the Fire ungutted. 
Says Will, If walking in ſuch Weather 
Can really be eſteem d a pleaſure. 


ho tbinks it ſo might take a pride 
In being roaſted, bak'd, or fry d; 


Or in 4 Glaſs-Houſe 1 5 
A moſt delightful to cheir Humour. 


My 
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My tranſitory Corps, I find, 
Is not o'th' Salamander kind; 
Td rather, like a Frog, deſire 
To live in Water than in Fire: 
And as for this ſame ſweet delight 
Of Walking, now the Sun's ſo bright, 
Think ſuch Exerciſe and Air, 
Are Trifles to an Elbow-Chair. 
"Tis wondrous pleaſant, you muft know, 
To ſveat, and gall, and puff, and blow, 
And wich the ſcorching Gravel beat 
Our tender and uneaſy Feet, 5 

Then lifting up his Eyes he ſaid, 
Im almoſt ſpent; and thus he pray'd: 
Lord grart us, in this ſultry Way, 
Coach, Wag gon, Cart, or Brewer's Dray, 

Or any Vebicle to bleſs 
A dripping Mortal in diſtreſs; 
If net, I ball be melted quite 


F a Skeleton before tis Night, 


And loſe more bulk by this danu'd ſweating; 


Than I ſhall gain b fx Months eating. 
Come; 


(465). 
Come, come, (ſaid I) chear up my Mate» 
we have not many Miles to ſweat, 
Beſides, a Country Walk is good 
To breathe yout Lungs and ftir your Blood, 
And carry off, by Perſpiration, 4 
Nutritious Juices that occaſion 
That drowſy Humour of Nutation. ; 


Pritbee, (ſays Vill) torment me not, 
I'm fick, I'm faint, I'm dry and hot: 
Ton talk like an Apothecary, b 

T tell you I'm both gall d and weary, 
And that to embulate much further, 
Would be tome, at leaſt, Self murder, 
Therefore TlI term ar next Inn, 
And not conmit that deady Sin. 


As thus v we dialogu'd for Sport, 


Io make our Journey ſeernmore fhort, 


A formal Quaker and his Bride 
Came riding by us, ſide by ſide. 
Rechel, tis true, had in her F ace 
Some fprinkl'd Signs of Love and Grate, = 
Fg OS ye” Diſſems 


— — 
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Diſſembling, when we look d upon her; 
As if no mortal Man had known her, 


Their Huſhand s * Wills obey. 


(47) 


But Thomas leer d beneath his Hat, 
As if he well knew what was whae, 


And had uncover d in his Youth, | 
Many a poor Handmaid's naked Truth. 


For as the wiſe#t often ſiray, 
So G- Almighty s Lambs will play. 


Says I to Will, This godly pair 
Of Saints, as they believe they are, 


Remind me of Buxom Fade, 


A pritty Friend, but lately wed. 
Who finding chat ber Spouſe neglected 


Thoſe carnal Comforts ſhe expected, 
Ad one 2 viſiting ber Mother, 
Chatting about this, that, and tother, 


As the old Matron ſat demure, 


She put ehis merry Queſtion to her, 


P ray, Mother, doſt thee think, at Night, 
That Men enjoy as much delight 


In Bed, as Women do, when they 


(48) 
Tes, Child, reply'd the grave old Dame, 
No doubt but they enjoy the ſame. 

Lord, Mother, if thy Woras be true, 
Said Ruth, I wonder, 2 may you, 


Men do't no fenen than they do. 


A merry Jade, fays Wil, I warrant, 
As e er comp lain 4 to ſuch a Parent, 
For al their formal Looks and Dreſs, 


HY their external Holineſs, 


Among themſelves they have their Jokes 
And Gibes « as woes as other Fo kes. 


By this time my complaining Friend 
And l, had hobbl'd to Saut h-End, 
Where, in a wooden Manſion dwells | 
A Man of Metal, that excels 
All other Vulcans in the rare 
Calibeate Art of cutting Ware: 

No Torkſhire Carrier, at a Meal, 

Durſt draw a Sheffield Blade of Steel, 
And boaſt his cutting Country Bauble, 
* one of How's adotn . Table: 
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Thrir ruſtick Tools are only fit 

For rural Poeſies, void of Wit, 

And to divide fat Pork and Peaſen, 

Or cut down Hooks in Nutting Seaſon; 
But hungry Mortals muſt allow, 

A Blade beneath the Stamp of How, _. 
Is touch d upon a Stair or Stone, 
Willflice a Surloin to the Bone, 


And at one ftroak, to human Wonder, 


Divide the ſtubborn Joints aſunder, 
Nah, if it's whetted as it ought, 
Will ſhave a Beard or cut a Throat. 
A ſharp Experiment, tis true, 
But Fools have try d the ſame ere now, 

For poor deſparing Souls that find 

The Conflicts of a troubl'd Mind, 
Oft kill themſelves by the abuſe 

| Of things deſign'd for human uſe. 
Near to How's boarded Palace ſtood 
A Brick Houſe, facing that of Wood, 
Whoſe Sign ſufficiently denoted, 


It was a place where Bumpkins ſotted, 
SET G 2 And 
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And at Good Times, like merry Rogues, 
Treated their home-ſpun Foans and Fugs. 
Says Wil, No Man ſball make me ſtir, 0 
God ſave the King, beyond this Door; 

In this ſame Houſe, as I'm a Sinner, 
T'l eaſe my Corps and eat my Dinner. | 


| Accordingly we ſtop'd our ſpeed, 


And enter d in, both well agreed. 
Tho oft we find, when two conſort 
: In any one fatiguing Sport, 
The Man that firſt defires to reſt, 
Is made his own Companions Jeſt 
My Cherub now took ſpecial care 18 
In chuſing of a ſtrong built Chair, 
His i injur'd Bum not yet forgetting 
Its laſt deceitful overſetting: 
He alſo peer d beneath his Seat, 
Leſt Puſs ſhould lurk between the Feet, 
As an ill Omen to portend 
Some ugly Miſchief in the end; 
But finding no defect, nor Cat, 


Wich manly Coyrage down he ſat, 
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Pull'd off his Ftockings, to remove 

And change his Socks from Hoof to Hoof, 
Whilſt I to wipe my Face began, 

And fed my Noſe with Parmazan. 
When Bill had eas d his tender Feet, 

And I had dry'd my Head from Sweat, f 
We then conceiv'd twas time to think 
Of what to eat and what to drink; 
For not a Clown, or rural Swain, 
|Retir'd from Plough, or from the Plain, 
, Could boaſt a keener Appetite | 
Than we, to either ſoop or bite; 


But Drought b'ing more predomi inant 
Than Hunger, as the Learned grant; 
We both agreed to call at firſt 

For Beer, to quench our craving Thirſt, 

Only a bit of Bread to chew, 

For fear a Surfeit ſhould enſue: 
Accordingly a thumping Pot 
Of humming Liquor ſoon was brought. 
Which ſmil'd and look'd as briſk upon us, 
As if ſome Favour had been done us; 
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And that the jolly handſome Dame, 
Who, to oblige us, drew the ſame, 
Had broach'd a Caſk of Ariſtippus, 
In hopes ſhe might the longer keep us. 
For cunning Alewives, when they r grown} 
Expert, to diff rent Taps can run, f 
When their poor Huſbands know but one. 
Now, by delicious hiſſing Draughts 
We quench'd the Fever in our Throats, 
With Liquor ſo divinely good, 
Bacchus no richer ever brew'd, 
Or Heathen God, when thirſty, boaſt 


Such Nectar at fo little coſt: 
Twas old and ſoft, ſtrong, pale and bright, 


Well boil d, well taſted, ſmooth and light, 
And fit, in droughty Climes, to rince 
The Gullet of the greateſt Prince. 

Poets may pleaſe themſelves with thinking 
Of their Gods eating and their drinking: 
But their thin Food, for ought we know, 
And Bowls that at their Banquets flow, . 
Would ſtarve us Mortals here below. 


There 
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Therefore my Friend and I took care 

To aſk for more ſubſtantial Fare, 
And, by th'aſiſtance of our Dame, 
| Regal'd our ſelves with Stakes of Lamb; 
Which being fry d, altho but coarſly, 
Went down with Butter and ſome Parſly, 
And check d that Fury which, tis ſaid, 
Will break Stone Walls to come at Bread. 
I, ſo, tis hard the Poor ſhould die 8 
For only ſtealing to ſupply | 
That Hunger which the Rich _ 


Ove Bellies now b'ing fully bleſt, 
Our Bones deſir d to be at reſt; 
According, we, by joint conſent, 
To ſleep our Inclinations bent, 
And in a trice were both as faſt 

As Dormice, when the Summer's 288 
Old Morgbeus had no ſooner hung 


His Plummets on my Eyes and 8 


But an odd Dream poſſeſt my Crown, - 
That I was Ani Hogs to Town: 
For 


z Some ſtop and wallow in the Mire, 


e 

For Fancy, which ſo often keeps, 
Her Revels whilſt the Body ſleeps, 
Transform d me to a Country Hob, 
With a white Felt upon my Nob, 
A canvas Frock to ſave my Cloaths, 
5 Arit clouted Shoes to guard my Toes 
Haybands about my Ankles girt, | 
| To fkreen my Stockings from the Dirt, 

| And in my Hand a cutting Thong, 
To drive my ſtubborn Herd along: 


(Gennets, 
Sometimes, methoughts they d ſcowre like 


And then run retrograde like Planets, 


Others like founder d Jades would tire; 
Or like Fanaticks full of ſpight, 

Turn &ery Way, except the rinke; z 

J flog d their Tails, as angry Pedant 
Di.oes his Boys Bums when they have need on't, 
And laid about me till they grunted, 
Like Farmers Hogs by Towzer hunted. 
At length 1 wak d in great ſurpriſe, 


Fuſt ſcratch d my Ears, then rub'd my ; Bye, 


1 
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Look d round me, found my ſelf miſtaken} 
And that I'd loſt, not ſav'd my Bacon; 
For all my wild unruly Herd 
Vaniſh'd as ſoon as Light appear'd. 
Nor could I gueſs what caus d my Dream, 
Except my ſnoring Cherubim, 
Who, as he ſlumbet'd in his Chair, 
Breath'd forth ſuch ſtrange ſonif'rous Air, 
As filld my Head with all the Sounds 
That grunting Hogs or yelping Hounds 
Could yield; from whence I do ſuppoſe 
My ſympathizing Dream aroſe. 
For if we dozing chance to hear 
The Watch, at Night, cry Thieves or Fire; 
Tis odds but that 'twixt then and Morning, 
We dream of Robbing or of Burning. 
So, ſlumbring near a ſnoring Mortal, 
Loud as a Bagpipe, Drone, or Curtel, 
His various Snortings might incline 
My drowſy Head to dream of Swine. 
The Heavens now began to lower, 


And threat n us with a haſty Shower, 
H Which 


un 
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Which ſoon refrcih'd the duſty Roads, 
And turn'd to Clay the thuſty Clods, 
My Cherub waking from his Doze, 
And turning up his Eyes and Noſe, 
Surpris d to hear ſo very plain 
The noiſy pett rings of the Rain, 
Cry'd out, Theſe piſtail Clouds, I ſcar, 
Will fix us, til the Morning, here, : 
82 ys he, I'm like a Cat, or rather, 
A Bird, Icant abide foul Weather. 
Id ſooner put the Pot about, 

And wet my Inſide well with Stout, 


Than travel to be wet without. 


Said I, Vt muff be ſo, then fill 
A Fine: Here's to thee boneit Will, 
Remembring both our diſtant Spouſes, 
That like ſiveet Bryars grace our Houſes, 
And all thoſe little Comforts too, 
To whom our lovin ig Care is due, 
With all in Yy Heart and Soul, replies 
My Cherub, tend ring with his Eyes, 


As 
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As if the kind good- natur'd Creature 5 
Had been convey'd by Wind and Water, 6 
A thouſand Leagues from Wife & Daughter.“ 


As thus we near the Window fat, 
Smoaking and talking this and that, 
Hoping that Providence would ſend us 
Some Coach, that might from Rain defend us, 
Who ſhould we caſt our Eyes upon, 

But our Friend's Servant, honeſt Fob», 
Riding Poſt haſte upon a Steed 

That wanted neither Strength nor Speed, 
We hal'd him till we made him hear, 


| And quickly ſtop'd his full career, 


Firſt bid him drink, then told our Caſe, 


| And beg'd th aſſiſtance of a Chaiſe : 


He anſwer' d, much to our delight, 
We ſhould have one twixt that and Night, 
But he to Greenwich firſt mult ride, 
And back, e er we could be ſupply'd, 
However promis'd, that indeed | 
He'd come, with all convenient peed. 
H 2 * 
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So took his leave, rid off in haſte, 
As if he ment no time to waſte. 

This joyful News, with tother Cup, 
So raisd my Cherub's Spirit's up, 
That no King's Jeſter, of a certain, 
Could be more pleaſant and diverting: 
Whate er he ſaid was ſmart and witty, 
And all he did was wond'rous pritty. 
He now could move his Legs about, 
Before, he could not ſtir a Foot. 


But gave em eaſe, and would excuſe 'em, 


For fear he ſhould be forc'd to uſe em, 
Till promiſe of the Chaiſe, we needed, 
Secur'd him from the Walk he dreaded, 
So lazy Perſons oft complain, 
O Lameneſs, Numbneſs, or of Pain, 
To ſave themſelves a little trouble, 
By making it to others double. 5 
' Wenow began to paſs away 
The ſmall remainder of the Day, 
{n that redundant Chat of Chats, 
Concerning our dear Wives and Brats, 


— — 
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That by exhibiting, like Nodies, 
The Graces of their Minds and Bodies, 
We might diſſemblingly expreſs 
Our own great Joy and Happineſs, 
And thus with ſeeming Pleaſure bear, 
The Shackles we were forc'd to wear. 
So thoſe Philoſophers of old, 
That bug'd their Rags and [lighted Gold, 
Labour d to make the World agree 
The fweegzeſt Bride was Poverty. 
Lord ſend no Friend of mine may wed her, 
Or any honeſt Mortal Bed her. 
| For whereſoe'er ſhe comes, ſhe brings 
A thouſand curſed Plagues and Stings, 
Which an old Sage, to Wiſdom bent, 


Perhaps may turn into Content. 


To him we'll leave her, who knows how 

To manage ſuch a vagrant Sow ; 

Daughter of Lazineſs and Vice, 

Mother of Naſtineſs and Lice, 

Hated by Country, Shire and Borough, 

And dreaded all the Kingdom thorough, 
8 * Tho 
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Tho now at preſent forc d upon us, 


By artful Knaves that have undone us. 
May Trade ſoon baniſh her abroad, 
And Juſtice put an end to Fraud. 
Old England movrn her Follies paſt, 
And her Hope-Anchor wiſely caſt, 

| Where ſhe may ſafely ride once more, « 
In Grandure, as She did before ; 
She ſtruck upon the Sout h- Sea Shore. 


After we'd ſat an Hour or two 
Expecting, we impatient grew, 
Uneaſy Fears and teaſing Doubts, 
Began to put us in the Pouts, 
Leſt Fortune, who to often plays 
Her jilting Tricks, ſhould ſtop our Chaiſe, 
And after all our Hopes, compel us 
To Walk, or lodge that Night in Alchouſez 
But as we thus divided were, 
Twixt Expectation and Deſ pair, 
Our watchful Eyes, as we ſat humming, | 


Febelde our two- wheel d Chariot coming, 
Wich 
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Which f11'd us with ſuch ſudden Joys, 
We ſkip'd and leap'd like two great Boys, 
Call'd for the Reck ning, paid our Caſh, 
And gladly mounted our Calaſh, 


Buckl'd our Leathern Curtains cloſe, 


To keep out two intruding Foes, 
The Wind and Rain, which join'd together, 
And made but ſorry Harveft Weather. 
However, we ſat well ſecur'd, ; 
But Fobn the heavy Drops endur'd, 
Sitting before expoſ'd to all 
The Hardſhips that from Heaven could fall; 
For he the flogging Scepter ſway d, 
Whoſe gentle Strokes the Horſe obey 4. 
And by his mild Correction knew 
What ſort of Work he was to do; 
A Chirrup made him Trot full faſt, 
A Laſh would make him mend his haſte : 
But when Fohn Whiſtl'd, then the Horſe 
Would ſtop, at leaſtwiſe hang an Arſe, 
And ſhowing he was ſound at Heart, 


Would labour hard to Piſs and F „ 
ons 2 Heres 
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Therefore ye Learned Heads that pry. 


Into deep Myſt'ries, tell we why, 


A Coachman's or a Carman's Whiſtle, 
Should cauſe a Horſe to Stale and Fizzle. 


Night drawing on, our Charioteer 


Now flog'd his Prancer flank and reer, 


And drove us, Fehu-like, along 


The ſplaſhy Road, by dint of Thong, 
Till Vill and I in State were drawn, 
By painful Pulls to Bromley Town, 

: Where our kind Friend vouchſaf d to meet us, 


And with a Flaſk of Red would treat us, 


We neither of us car d for lighting, 


But took a flying Bumper fitting, 
That made our drowſy Hearts more e light 


And fit to travel i in the Night, 


Which prov'd as diſmal and as dark 


As the low'r Deck of Noah's Ark, 
Or any Dungeon in the deep, ” 
Where Neprune and his Tritons ſeep. 


We had not travel'd far beyond 


The Town, on wet and ſlipp'ry 2 
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But the poor Horſe, tho tough and ſtrong, 


. 


Fatigu d to drag his Load along, 

In lab'ring with a hearty Will, 

To pull three Lubbers up the - 
Put his old Geer ſo out of order, 
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That the poor Jade could draw no further, 

Till ſome judicious Hand had mended 
The Harneſs, which our Weight had rended, 
My drowſy Cherub, honeſt Vi, 

_ Slept on the while and thought no ill, 

But ſnor'd behind his Leathern Curtain, 

Not dreaming of our ſad Misfortune; * 

Till Friends, who had at Bromley ſtayd 

Sometime, to end their Flaſk of Red, 

Came riding up, with horned Light, 


| Toguide em in ſo dark a Night, 

And finding us in this Diſtreſs, 
Enquir into our preſent Caſes 

Which when we told em, ſome aſſiſted 
Wich Garters, which we ſtrongly twiſted: 
Another found a Knife to cut 
The Holes thre which the Sttings were puts 
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So that we made a ſhift to cobble 
Our broken Trace with little trouble. 
But as our Heads and Hands together, 
Thus ſtrove to mend our Harneſs Leather, 
The tattling of our Tongues, by chance, 
Awak d my Cherub from his Trance, 

Who hearing | uch a verbal clutter, 

Put by his Leathern Skreen, or Shutter, 
And by the glim'ring Candle-light, 
Beholding this uncommon fight, 

On Horſeback ſome, and ſome on Foot, 


Engag d about our little Hut, 


And finding alſo that it ſtood 

Quite motionleſs upon the Road, 
h Raſhly concluded, in amaze, 
A Gang of Rogues had ſtop d our Chaiſe; 
And thus poſſeſs d with pannick Fear, 

Cry'd out, Lord, what's the matter here? 
How is is John? Who, where, and what! 
Mut we be rob d, or muſt we not? 
Then fumbl'd up and down his Clothes, 
To hide his Gold, as I ſuppoſe, 


But 
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But glancing on a Friend he knew, 
Cry d out, My Father, bow d ye do? 
Im glad, dear Sir, to find tis you. 
1 dreamt J uf now we were beſet, 
Which put me in a bloody Sweat. 
But pray, what is't that ſtops our going, 
For God's ſake, what gre we a doing? 
To that our Friend reply'd, in courſe, 
Ton ſleepy Knave, your beguy Arſe 
Has broke the Harneſs of the Horſe, 
And we are fixing Matters right, 
That you mayn't N bere all Night. 


I'm ab ſays Will, to bear you rel us, 
No worſe an Accident befel us. 
Since tis no greater a Miſhap, 
Good Night, dl cen take tother Nap. 
Then drew the Curtains of his Bed, 
And did according as he ſaid. 
Thus Morpheus does by turns ſurpriſe, 
With leaden Weights, all human Eyes, 
1 But 
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But does his Pow'r the moſt exert, 
O'er buiky Mortals fat at Heart. 


Our Tackle now was well repair'd, 
And Dobbin trotted on full hard. 
'Tho' as our nimble Wheels run round, - 
They deeply plow'd the yielding Ground, C 
And made the Ruts ftill more profound. 
Sy Northern Coaches, when the're full 
Of drowſy Scribes, from York or Hull, 
The Wheel; complaining of their Load, 
To Furrows grind the level Road. 


Our Lanthorn now, by means of Light, 
Drew Bats and other Birds of Night, 


Jo ſport before our moving Chaiſe, 


And wonder at the glim ring Rays, 
Whilſt hooting Owls, our Ears to pleaſe, 
Forſook their Barns and hollow Trees, 
And with their fi et nocturnal Strains, 


That Fairies dance to on the Plains, 


Mott 
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Moſt kindly charm'd us as we went, 

And bid us welcome into Kent. 
So when a Highland Lord goes down 
To Scotland, from this wicked Town, 
His Vaſſals with their Bagpipes come 
To meet him, and with ſqueak and hum, 
Conduct him ſafe along the Road, 
Thus tweedle im to bis old abode, 
With Muſick that would fright a Toad. 


We now moſt gladly had obtain'd 
Our Wiſh, that 1s, our Journey's end, 
For at new whited Gates, as bright f 

= Stars, and viſible by Night, 

= chearful Driver and his Stced, 

Put a full Pundtum to their Speed, 

Our Charioteer ſoon made a Bound 

From his low Coachbox to the Ground, 

The eager Horſe knock'd with his Pate, 

To gain admiſſion at the Gate, 

And neigh'd as loud as he was able, 

For Joy he was ſo near his Stable. 


Nr 
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My drowſy Cherub fell to ſtroaking 
His Eyes, and wak d, for want of rocking, 
Stretching his Arms above his Head, 
Then, after gaping thrice, he ſaid, 
O John! it name of Peace, Amen. 
What are the Harneſs broke again. 


No, no, ſaid I, this Stop, my Friend, 
T bope, compleats our Fourney's end, 

John only S»+ to fetch a Light, 

And then you Il ſee I tell you rig bt. 


Ii News I'm very glad to bear, 
Replies my Fellow- Traveller, : 
I vom Tm ſorely tir d from Head 
To Heel, Triſh I was a Bed. 


For ſhame, ſaid I. forbear to ſhake 
Of Bed, and thus but juſt awake. 
Had ſt thou for ſeven Tears no Food, 
But Dormice, and cold Lettice chew'd, 
And drank no other Liquor à ter, 

But Lodinum, or Poppy-Water, 


Tos 


= Deſir d their utmoſt Care and Pow'r, 
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You could not bend your nodding Brow 
To ſleep, much more than you do now. 


By this time honeſt Fobn return d, 
Whole Abſence my Companion mourn'd, 
And us, with the ſame Light befriended, 

Which on the Horſemen had attended, 
Who alſo came and lent a hand, 
To help us down upon the Land; 
My Cherub, who at c'ery Quarter 
Requir dat leaft a Tackle Porter, 


To bring his Carcaſe ſafe a Shoar, 
Which, by good Conduct and main yt, 
Was done effectually, at length, 
Altho his pond' rous Body weights 
As much as two Welch Cows, and made 80 
A perfect Earthquake round about 
The place where firſt he trod his Foot. 
So when great Jove, or other god, 
Deſcendi i in Chariot, or Claud, 
Ta 
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To viſit Mortals, or enſuare 
Some beauteous Queen, divinely fair, 
Whereeer he does vouchſafe to ſet 
His Foot, Earth trembles with the weight, 


Alike, unto the ſodden Ground, 
We both were handed ſafe and found, 
Walking a little, as twas fitting, 
To eaſe our Limbs, benumb'd with fitting. 
Fancy'ng the Earth, on which we trod, 
Mov d like our Chaiſe upon the Road. 
Thus found at preſent, by our Brains, 
We both were turn'd Copernicans; | 
86 Sailors, who have long been toſs'd 
And tumbl d on the Seas they've croſs, 
When they their Bark in Harbour moor, 
And quit the Water for the Shoar, 


They, for ſome time, retain the Motion 


Their Brains once borrow d from the Ocean, : 


Our 1 and courteous Friend now ſhow d 


Tbe Wor into his ſweet Abode, 
| Whers 


e 
Where Friendſhip, Love, and Honour dwell; 
Thoſe gen'rous Virtues that excel 

The common Mode of living low 
Within, to make an outſide Show, 

Tis true, a ſtately Coach and Six, 
Fat Horſes full of wanton Tricks, 
Rich Liv'ries, lazy Footmen, Pages, 


And ſwarms of Servants at Board-Wages, 
May lull the Great, and make' em a dream 


Of Power and popular Eſteem, 


But rural Peace and Happineſs 
| Appear in quite another Drels, 
And ſhow their Grandeur in a free 


| Acceſsand Hoſpitality. 


without regard to dirty Feet, 
We now were led into a neat 
Warm Parlour, where we found a kind, 
And hearty Welcome from our Friend; 
th Chimney, to our Hearts dere, 
A tuning nn of Fire, 


X And 
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And round the Room a rich Collection 
Of Lurt'rels Pai ntings to Perfection, 
Fine Creon Heads, that nothing wanted 
But Speech, to make em live, tho painted; 
Some Fathers, whoſe ſagacious Looks, 
| Diſcover'd their chief Food was Books, 
And that they had at leaſt digeſted 
A Volume to each Meal they taſted. 
Others were Pictures of the Fair 5 
| Whole Eyes would tempt, altho' but Air, 
Sweet charming Angels as they hung, 
The more----becauſe without a Tongue. 
Theſe were with Judgment interſpers d, 
As if they with the reſt convets d, 
To ſhew our Fathers lov'd to mix. 
Their Wiſdoms with the beauteous Sex, 
Or elſe tis very plain and clear, 


That we their Sons had ne'er been here. 


Now Wines oh divers ſorts were brought, 


And noble Beer to quench our Drought, 
The 
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The Tankard and the Glaſs purſu'd 
Each other round, and both were good; 
Nor did we ſpare our Liquors, really, 
But od our Gullets very freely, 
JIiuſt as old Goflips do their Throats 
— Chriſtnings, and ſuch merry Bouts, 


Where c'ery ſoop of Wine or Ale, 


| Produces ſome new jocund Tale. 


The. Cloth now decently was ſpread, 
And all things in good Order laid, 
| A Supper plac'd upon the Board, 
| Sufficient to have pleas'd a Lord: 
And that which more oblig d each Guzit, 
A hearty Welcome to the Feaſt. 
We all fell too, as ſoon as Grace 
Was ſaid, like Hunters from a Chace. 
Or Bumpkins who had ſpent the Day 


In keeping Sheep or making Hay : 
Except my Cherub , whoſe Cal: 
Was very hard, J muſt confeſs, 
TT : . For 
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For Morpheus o er his Eyes came creeping, 
And would not let him Eat for Sleeping: 
Not but he wanted to be taſting, 

But Somnzs vow d he d keep him faſting. 
Fuſt ſo a ſecond. figbted Scot, 
Can charm a Bridegroom by a Knet, 
That when be ſirives to kiſs bis Bride, 
He ſball not, till the Knot's umy'd. 


Quick Work we made and cut apace 

Our Way to th' periodick Grace, 

With which we ſoon agreed to ſeal 

Our plenteous and reſpe&ful Meal, 

That he who had an Inclination 

To moralize o'er Fumigation, 

Might blow his Tube, for fear of failure, 

Charge, Fire and Smoke, to een 

And puff his Bob like any Sailor. — 
Now ſome to Funking, ſome to Drinking, 

Others to Talking, without Thinking, 

Each forwarding ſuch Tittle-tattle, 

As moſt diverting o'er the Bottle, 


Whilſt 


(99 ) 

Whilſt honeſt Vill, who ſnor'd in State, 
Like any midnight Magiſtrate, 
Gave now and then, with drowſy Head, 
Conſenting Nods to what we ſaid. 

Fuſt ſo, a ſleepy-beaded Ayr, 

When he aſſumes bis Lordly Chair, 

Hears Cauſes often, when the Toil 

Of Bus'neſs makes him dream : whitz. 

Good Manners naw, by Time attended, 
From Wiſdom's poliſh'd Throne deſcended» 
And humbly bowing down her Head, 
Declar d old Tempus call'd to Bed: 
We kindly did the Hint receive, 
And beg d our F riend would give us leave 
To be conducted to the Sheets, 
Meant for our ſeveral Retreats, 


To which Requeſt, when we had mended 
Our Draughts, his Goodneſs condeſcended, 
For there's no parting in ſuch Caſes, 

Without our peremptory Glaſſes, 

Now the old Compliment, Good Night, 
Went round, and each Two had their Liebe 

And 
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And Servant, to conduct and ſhow 
Each Couple to their bon Repo. 
We now began to ſhove and ſhake 
My Cherubim to make him wake, 
Crying aloud, Hold up your Head, 
Tou drowſy Mortal and to Bed. 
T Bed! that Saying made him ftart, 
Ay, ay, where irt? with all my Heart. 
Then rowz d, and haſten'd to his Hive, 
As briſk as any Man alive. 
Thus as the Loadſtone draws the Steel. 
So does the Bed my Cherub Will. 
Al thing i in Nature covet ref, 
And join with what they like the beR. 
As Wil and I thro' Wind and Weather, 
Had traveli d all the Day together, 


0 - 'Twas thopght convenient we ſhould cloſe 


At Night, and join in our repoſe, 

To which we mutually conſented, 
Undreſs d, and went to Bed contented. 
No ſooner had our Weight compreſt 


The Down whereon we were to reſt, 
Enclos d 


„ 
Enclos'd with Cu-tains wrought by Att; - 
Too richly ae for our Deſert, 
But V began to Serenade me, 
And with his Pipes ſuch Muſick made me, 
That ſure Belfegar never heard, 
When the poor marry'd Devil was ſcar'd 
With Catcalls, Gelders-Horns ,andDrumming, 
To make him think his Wife was coming. 
Sometimes he'd ſtart upright in Bed, 
Brandiſh his Arms around his Head, 
As if he dreamt he was in deep 


Diſpute with Monſters, in his Sleep, 
And that he fear d he ſhould be wounded 

By Bears and Dragons that ſurrounded. 

| Amus'd at this unuſual Scene, = 
I ſtrove to wake him now and then, 

But all | got by interpoling, 
Whilſt he was fighting thus and dozing, 

Was a good Knock upon my Noddle, 
The common Fate of thoſe that meddle 
With ſuch that in their groundleſs Paſſion 


Are dealing Blows without occaſion, 


Or 


(38) 
Or in their Sleep, poſſeſs a with Fear, 
Scatter their Thumps they know not where. 


In this Diſorder and Defiance 

Of Goblins, Bloody Bones, and Giants, 
And other ſad tremendous Dreams, 

Of burning Mounts and drowning Streams, 
My Cherub in a ſweating Fright, , 
Conſum'd (as I ſuppoſe) the Night. 
Whilſt I, who lay'd awake beſide him, 
Beat off the Hags they ſhould not ride him, 
And like-a good and faithful Guard, 
Till Morning, kept true Watch and Ward. 


"The End of the Firſt Part. 
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The Mand ring Spy : 


O R, THE 


Merry Travellers. 


Par R T n. 


With Bluſhes ſtaind the azure Skies, 
And let us ſee twas time to . 5 
Accordingly, like nimble F ellows, 


We ſtarted from our downy Pillows, 


Each firing from his windy Stern, 


A Gun, to welcome in the Morn. 


So Ships that battle Storms and Tides, 


With roaring Engines by their ſides, 
4 


HE Sun now chafing from our fight, 


5 1 The fading Stars and duſky Night, 


4 
| 
f 
| | 
4 
6 
1 


So like a fruitful Paradiſe, 


That had a naked Eve been there, 


She might have found a lovi ng, free, 
Kind Adam of my Friend or me, 


For both fo very brifk were grown, 


— — _ 
Ly Lad 


Might ſoon have tempted us to Evil, 


Without an Apple or the Devil. 


CEF 
At eery accidental meeting, 


Let thund'ring Farts, by way of greeting. 


My Chum and I, well pleas'd to gaze 
On bright Apollos chearful Rays, 


Which glancing on the dewy Sward, 

Soon dry d the ſodden Surface hard, 
And to our comfort and delight, 

Exhal'd the Damps that fell by Night, 


Rend ring the Garden, in a trice, 


Adorn'd with nothing but her Hair, 


That Woman, with her Charms alone, 


N 
We now began to put our Cloaths on, 
And puff d and blow d to draw our Hoſe on; 
But when we were oblig d to ſtoop, 
To garter and to buckle up, 
No huge tall luſty Granadier, 
Grown fat with Sutlers Ale and Beer, | 
Ty d Neck and Heels near half a Day, | 
Perhaps for grumbling for his Pay, 


- IIS taboo! 


Could ever ſhow a Face more red * 
5 And black, with bowing down his Head, 
Than Vid and I, when forc d to ſqueeze 
Our Guts between our Breaſts and Knees, 
To bring our Hands to dreſs our Feet, 

And make our Pedeſtals compleat. „ 1 | 
Such puthng was there then between us, 
And painful Pulls, that had you ſeen us, 
How like poor ſweating Tackle-Porters, 
We lug d and tug dat our Shoe- Quarters, 
The dulleſt Mortal muſt have lent 

A Smile, amidſt our Puniſhment ; 


And 


Co). 
And that to ſhow no Pains were ſpar d, 
Each crack d behind, we pull'd ſo hard; 
At length, half drown d in Sweat and Slabber, 


We conquer d the Herculean Labour; 
Not that the Fault was in our Shoes, 
Or largeneſs of our Feet and Toes, 
But in exceſs of Guts and Garbage, 
That ſhow' d we eat more Fleſh than Herbage 
At length, my honeſt Comrade Wil, 
f And I, half dreſs i in diſabil, 
Deſcended the ad jacent G 8 
| To waſh, and be as clean as Maids, 
Which foon was done, and then we join'd 
Our Friends, who were alike inclind, 
9 take a cool refreſhing blaſt 
7 Of Air, before we broke our F aſt : 
Accordingly we walk'd and prattl d, 
Banter d. told merry Tales, and rattl * 
Talk d of falſe Miſtreſſes and true ones, 
Knaves, Slaves, old Parliaments and new ones, 
TR 5 
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Of Country, City, Army, Court, 
Or any trump'ry Stuff, in ſhort, 


Gala Ss 


That might promote a little Sport. 


At length, as ſant ring to and fro, 
Tattling of Things we did not know, 
A merry Race was undertaken, 
By two arch Wags, as fat as Bacon, 
One was my Cherub, and the other, 
In length and breadth his very Brother * 
No Gog and Mazog, I may ſay, 
Were ever better match d than they, 
| Their Heads, their Bellies, and their Arles 
As like as any two Coach Horſes: 
No Eaſtern Monarch, proudly drawn 
By Elephants, from Town to Town, 
Could ever boaſt two liker Creatures, 
In Bulk, Fleſh, Squabbineſs and Features. 
The carpet Ground the Heroes choſe, 


py 12 commodious for their Toes, 


Was 


(8) 

Was finely rowl'd, and cover d o'er 

With Graſs, a hundred Yards and more, 

No Molchil | to retard their ſpeed, 

Or Clod, that could their haſte impede, 

Nor Stone upon the Surface ſeen, 

But level as a Bowling- Green; 

This was the Walk they were to ſtrain 
Their Limbs upon, and back again; 

That is, in caſe the Heroes foun d 

They d Breath enough to run the Ground. ö 

A Flaſk the Loſer was to pay 

To him that fairly won the day, 

And the beſt Man that firſt came in 

To th place of ſtarting, was to win. 

When all the Articles we'd need on, 
Were thus well ſettld and agreed on, 
The Racers then began to ſtrip 

Into their Shirts, from Neck to Hip, 

Like two Prize, fighting Heckly Swordmen, 

The Joy of Butchers and Tomturdmen, 

3 Then 


A (9) 
Then ſhaking Hands for half a Minute, 
To ſhow no Breaſt had Anger in it, 
Each took, with a couragious Heart, 
The Ground from whence they were to ſtart, 
Smiling, or rather, proudly grinning, 
As if boch Sides were ſure of winning. 
When fix d alike, the Word was given, 
And ſo they ſtarted very even, 
We ſcow ring after, helter ſcelter, 
| To fee em labour, tug and ſwelter, 
Some crying out, Run, Dumplin, run, 
Now make à looſe or you're undone, 

Pull up your Heels, have a good Heart. 
Nous, flank him, or you've nothing fort. 
Others, that back d my merry Chum, 

Ran juſt behind his waddling Bum, 
And to improve the ſweating Farce, 

Cry'd out, Well fradal d, Pudding- Arſe, 
Take care, don't overſirain your Barrel 
Y * and you may win ihe Laurel, 

B Drs. 


ä 
Dumplin can never bold the Race, 
He flags already, ſlack your pace, 
Hold up your Belly, ſave your Wind, 
Hes twenty Turds at leaſt behind. 
Thus e'ery Man made ſome Excurſion, 
T improve and heighten our Diverſion, 
Till Dumplin's Breath began to fail, 
Which turn d his Redneſs to a Pale, 


And made him look as if his Breeches 
$ Mere ſmoking hot with Gard'ners Riches, 


Which put him into ſuch diſorder, 
That he, alas, could run no furder, 

But crawl'd, in ſight of the Beholders, 
Some Steps aſide, and lean'd his Shoulders 

Againſt a Fruit- Tree, call'd a Codling, 

There puff d & blow'd, half dead with wadling 

So the huge warlike Perſian Beaft, BE 1 
mb bis own weight and bulk oppreſt, 
- Does to ſome ſturdy Plant repair, 
4nd reſis bis Limbs by leaning there. 


My 


(17) 
My Cberub having won the Day, 
And fairly born the Bell away, 
Upon a Rowling · tone ſat down, 
Warm d for his Buttocks by the Sun, 
There drip'd a while at e ery Pore, 
And rub d his Noddle oer and der, 
Foaming at Mouth, like one half drown d, 
Jjuſt ſnatch'd from ſome deſtructive Pond, 
Panting like broken-winded Horſe, 
Or Greyhound that had run a Courle, 
| Retching and puking as he fat, 
Like teeming Bride new got with Brat, 
As yet unable to expreſs 


The Joy he found in his Succeſs. 

So Combatants that take the Field, 

And fight till one is fore'd to yield, 
When almoſt knock'd and thump'd to death, 
Sit down, like Fools, zo gather Breath. 


a 


( T2 J 
No whirling Race, in former Years, 
Perform'd by Roman Charioteers, 
When clouds of Atoms, as they run, 
Aroſe, and choak'd the Lookers on, 
Could e er deſerve a Poet's Skill, 
Like Dumplin and my Cherub Will ; 
Such Strength appear d in c ery Stride, 
As they contended Side by Side, 
That at each pond'rous Step they ſtept, 
Alas, the dying Herbage wept; 
The yielding Earth, where either ſet 
Their Tentoes, ſhrunk beneath the weight, 
And the poor Bugs and Worms that lay 
Before conceal d in Dirt and Clay, 


Came crawling out upon the Surf, 
To fee what Monſters preſs d the Turf, 
Fearing the heavy Shocks they felt, 


Should cloſe their Cells wherein they dwelt, 


And ram the Earth fo very tight, 
That they no more ſhould crawl to Light. 


(13) 
So cunning Rats, as ſome agree, 
Forſake the falling Granary, 
For fear their Dwelling ſhould incloſe 
Their Tribe, the next high Wind that blows, 


by this time my Vieorious Chum, 


From Row ling Stone had rais d his Bum, 


And oather'd Strength enough to walk, 


Tho ſcarce quite Breath enough to talk, 
Poor Dumplin alſo had forſaken 


The Codling-Tree, that ſav'd his Bacon, 
And having eas'd his Lungs, began 


To walk a high-lone, like a Man, 


My Cherub, who with painful Strides 
Had beaten tothers brawny Sides, 


Inſpir'd with Vit'ry, now grew merry, | 
And thus reproach'd his Adverſary: 

Tou run with me, you boldface Noodle, 
Your Tub of Guts can only woddle, 


cn 
8 give you ell the Od. you'll aſk, 
And try once more for t other Flaſk, 


Jump, Wreſtle, Hop, or pitch the Bar, 


Dance, or do any thing you dare, 
Name your own Exerciſe, that's fair. 


Poor Dumplin vex'd at the Diſgrace 


Of loſing this unhappy Race, 


Silenc'd with Baſhfulneſs, gave way 


| To all the Victor pleas'd to ſay, 


Rubbing his ſweaty Ears the while, 
Concluding with a ſhamefac'd Smile. 


Juſt ſo two Carmen, when they Box 


< 
* 


Till one's ſubdu d, by Thumps and Knocks, 


The Victor then fits down and crows, 
Whilſt bother wipes bis * _ 


To a nice Breakfaſt in the Hall, 
- Where modiſh liquid Dainties gracd | 
The Table, to delight our Taſte. 


This ending, we were ſummon'd all 


Yw7 
My Cherub Will, who'd but a light 
Thin ſnoring Supper over Night, 
And having by the Race he'ad run, 


Improv'd his Stomach two to one, 


So like a brawny Dutchman fed, 


On Bread and Butter ready ſpread, 
As if he thought his craving Guts 
Wanted more greafing than his Boots, 
| Swilling down Tea and Coffee a ter, 
As thirſty Cattle do cold Water: 
A rare Companion for the Dame 
Or Lad y that affects the ſame. 
For that fair She that wants an able 
Gallant to grace her fine Tea-Table, 
May, if ſhe pleaſes, ſoon diſcover 
My Cbum is a fit Man all over. 


When e'ery one hady broke his Faſt, 


And frankly ſhar d in the Repaſt, 


My 
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My ſtrong· back d Cherub ſoon forgetting 
His plenteous Drinking and his Eating, 


Proud of the Conqueſt he had won, 
Oer Guts as weighty as his own, 
Prompt by Succeſs and Vanity, 
Preſum d at laſt to Fg me, 
To run the length Lof that ſame Green, 
| Whereon head ſo Victorious been: 
This ſecond Match was ſoon agreed, | 
And out we went to try our ſpeed, 
Doft nothing but our Coats and Wigs, 
i And ſoon began to ſtretch our Legs, 


| But half the Courſe we ſcarce had run, 


Before Id evidently won, 


For my poor Cherub flack'd his pace 


| About the middle of the Race, 
B Finding it would be wilful Murther, 


To ftrain his Guts by running further, 

So ſtop'd his Speed, and in diſtre ls, 

Did the ſame Codling-Tree embrace, 
: Which 


6 
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Which ſav'd poor Dumplin juſt before, 
When his faint Limbs could run no more. 
So Heroes that inſult their Foes, 
Tho' proſp rous now, may in toe cloſe, 
Loſe the next Battle with diſorace, 
And fall into the like Diſtreſs. 


Having thus won, I ſtep'd to ſee 
My Cherub at the Codling-Tree, 
' Whoſe trembling Limbs and palled Looks 
Were Symptoms he was off the Hooks. 
Chear up, faid I, recall your Strength, 

- WWhat! dead with running ſi ch a Length? 
| 2 fat full Bell and full ſozed, 
I fear, have greatly ly diſagreed, 

I thought ou gorg'd too much Proviſion 
For ſuch a Morning's Expedition. 
No ſkilful Focky feeds bis Horſe = 
The Day that he's to run bis Courſe. 


3 With 


(18) 


With that poor Will began to ſpeak, 


And faintly cryd, O ſick! O fick! 


Then retching, ſtrove to puke and ſputter, 


Till up came Tea and Bread and Butter, 


Which from his heaving Stomach flow'd, 


In ſuch a Stream and ſuch a Load, 
Enough to've giv'n, as I'm a Sinner, 
Two Maſtiffs a voluptuous Dinner. 
No ſooner had he thus diſcharg'd 
The plentcous Breakfaſt he had gorg d, 
But he began to mend apace, 


And ſhew ſome Colour i in his Face, 
Yet could not well forbear to rue 


The loſs of Fame and Breakfaſt too, | 
Becauſe he always had, in troth, 
A very great regard for both. 


Let willing to be Iden ſemper, 


And of a chearful Princely Temper, 
He reaſſum d his ſprightly Ayre, 
And grew as jocund as a Play'r, 

Wiſely 


(19) 
Wiſely confid'ring the uncertain 
Viciſſitudes and turns of Fortune, 


5 
} | And in a few ſhort Minutes more, 


N Became a true Philoſopher; 
i So, ram'd and damn'd the poreblind Iilt, 
And laugh' d at what he'd loſt and ſpilt. 
Thus, like Democritus, deſpis d 
| The Honour I ſo bighly priz'd, 
: And ſhow d be ſcoffingly could bear 
What athers loſe ak Grief and Care. 


Racing ſtill running in our Heads, 

Wie now reſolv'd to beat the Meads, 

And with a brace of Greyhounds * 
To courſe a Hare that lay hard by 3 * 
Accordingly, like merry Rogues, | 
We laugh'd, and hoop d, and call'd the Dogs, 
Then rang d the Meadows, beat the Buſhes, 
And peep'd in e ery tuft of Ruſhes, 


Cs. id. 
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Until at length we chanc'd to ſtrole 
From Paſture into Arable, 
And there upon a Stubble Ground, SO | 


A Lev ret in her Form we found; — 


So ho the neareſt Sportſman cryd, 1 
With buth the Greyhounds by his ſide, : 


To us, Pray Gentlemen withdratw, 


4 Call off the Dogs and give her Law. 


Which ſporting Language, three, or more 
Fat Cockneys neer had heard befor = 
= Nor e'er had ſeen ſo ſtrange a Creature, 


Kxcept 'twas dreſs d and in a Platter: 


However, we the Word obey'd, 

Sneak d back and at a diſtance ſtay'd, 
Not knowing but a living Hare 

Might be as dang'rous as a Bcar; 
Therefore we thought a proper diſtance 
Might prove much ſafer than Re iftance, 


And having heard that Hares, when running, 


Have ſcard Lord May'rs, for all their Cunning, 
— = We 
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We did not know what Riſques or Dangers, 


In Courſing, might attend us Strangers, 


We therefore thought it beſt to ſtay, 


In ſafety, out of all Harms way, 


V hilſt theyoungCountryHick that found her, 


With a long Pole,walk'd round and round her; 


Without which Weapon, we ſuppoſe, 
le d ſcarce have ventur'd quite ſo cloſe. 
At length he pu her up, and then 
Cry: d, Loc re, with all his Might and Main. 
. Away run Puſs before the Wind, 


As if the Dev! had been behind; 


And after her the Dogs, as faſt 
As Witches when they fly in haſt, 


Or ride on Broomſtav es to carouſe 
In ſome old Miſer's haunted Houſe, 
We fat Folks following in the Rear, 


Oer Gates and Styles, the Lord knows where, 


Quite out of ſight of all the Sport, 
Altho we tug d and ſweated fort, 


& Go) 


Till my poor honeſt Comrade, Wit, 
Stumbl'd in climbing up a Hill, 

And like a Hogſhead turn d ſo roundly, 
We could not ſtop him as the ground-lay, 


But down he rowl'd, now Guts and Face, 
Then Back and Buttocks next the Graſs, 
Till an old Hedge, where rotten Sticks 
Did with live Thorns and Brambles mix, 
Moſt kindly catch'd him by the Breech, 
And ſav d him from a watry Ditch; 


So that no Damage did accrue, 


But here and there a Scratch or two, 


Which only ſerv'd as Scars to grace : 


And beautify our Hero's Face, 
I think, ſaid I, bo rr Sancho's Brother, 
Ne er out of one ill Scrape or other 
What made you row! Jour heavy Arſe 
Down Hill o much beſide the Courſe. 
Says Chuff, Nhat makes you aſt poor Billy, 


4 Queſtion, ſo profoundly ſily, 


Dye 
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D'ye think 1 did not rowl down Hill, 


Aud Hedgehog turn, againit my Will; 


T took not all that pains on purpoſe 


To ſcratch my Face and bruiſe my Corpus. 


Said I, Thy Looks too plainly ſhow 


Thou could[t not help it, that I know, 
But we have loft our Sport, in ſhort, 


And truly we may blame you for t. 
Blame me, ſays Will, that's very bard, | 


Tue made more Paſtime than 1 've mar'd. 
Pox take the Dogs and Hare and all, 
00 them I owe this ugh Fall; 
I'd rather ſee a Farmer's Hogs 


Well hunted by bis mungril Dogs, 


There's Muſick, Sirs, in ſuch a Chaſe, 
| The Pigs ſqueak Treble, Sow grunts Baſe, 
- That were 4 Set of Bagpipes near, 


They could not more delight the Ear; 


But this is ſuch dull ſilent Sport, 
Id nat ſkip ver 4 Threſbold fort ; 


ll f 
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_ 
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This Cour ſing ne er could be deſign d 


For fat Folks, ſuch as us, to mind ; 
But for lean, hungry Skin and Bones, 5 


Fuſt one degree from Skeletons, 
Light-timber'd, meagre, fleſpleſs Fellows, 


Whoſe Lungs are like a Blackſmith s Bellows, 
Toung Rogues, that at one nimble Stretch 
Can top a Gate or leap a Ditch, 
And play ro Hours at Priſonbaſe, 
Before they ſow a ſweaty Face. 


_ Tis true, we Squabs were nc'er cut out, 


Said], for courſing Hares on foot, 
But rather like the King of Tunquin, 
Io ride on Elephants a Hunting, 
Such ſtrong-back' d Creatures that can wallow 


Thro' Mire, beneath a Tun of Tallow. 
I wiſh I bad one bere, ſays Will, 


To bear me up this plaguy Hill, 
For this bigh climbing, I muſt tell ye, 


Does ill agree with my great Bell, 


4 
The Courſers having kill'd their Game, 
l Were now returning home with F ame, c 
A Sportſman at his Shoulders _— 
Poor Puſs, as dead as any Herring, 
Having in's Hat moſt proudly put 
The Huntſman's Trophy, call'd the Scut 
And thus 1 in Pomp they march'd the F ꝛelds, | 
With Greyhounds panting at their Heels, 
Whilſt we three fat Folks walk'd our beſt, 
And puff d and blow d to meet the reſt. 
No ſooner had our Bacon Flirches, | 
By hobbling over Stiles and Dirches, , 


Join'd our lean Friends, who were no leſs 


Than greatly pleas d with their Succeſs, 5 
But we had all the diſtant Sport be 
Rehears d in proper Terms of Art, 

And eery ſhift and turn poor Puſs 

Had made, for Life, reported to us. 
Then we, to give a ſmall addition 
Io their diverting Repetition, SED 
= D | Laid 


(26) 
Laid open the Fatigue poor Wil 
Had met with at the neighb'ring Hill, 
And in concluſion of the Matter, 


How Wood had fav'd him from the Water: 


Not that my Muſe is ſo ſevere 
To uſe the Seaman's Proverb here, 
Becauſe my Chum, I muſt lay that, 
Is full as honeſt as he's fat. 

We thus, by Steps and Converſation, 
Return d to our Friend's Habitation, 


Who keeping in his Houſe A Fawn, 


| Bred tamely up and ſtoutly grown, 


Would entertain us now with Sport, 
Well worthy of a Prince's Court, 
Accordingly the trembling Deer, 
Whoſe weeping Eyes declar'd her Fear, 
Was led into the neighb' ring Grounds, 
And there let looſe before the Hounds, 


But 


CY F 
But with ſuch. Law as might ſecure 
Her Haunches from the Greyhounds Power. 
A noble Courſe indeed ſhe held, 
And bounding run from Field to Field; 
Cloſe at her Haunch, within a Yard, 
A brace of Long-Dogs lab'ring hard, 
But nimble Heels and laſting Wind, 
Still ſav'd her from her F oes behind, 
— finding by her yielding Feet 
: 'T was time to make a ſafe Retreat 3 
Then ſwift as any Swallow throu' 
The Garden ſhe like Light ning flew, 
There bolted int' a little Houſe, 
Deſign d for Ladies private uſe, 
The Door of which flapd doſely to, 


| And there the Greyhounds loſt their view. 


So the poor caterwouling Cat, 
That ſtroles abroad to ſeek a Mate, 
If chas'd by Dogs, is glad to fly 
Into ſome Fakes or Sink-bole nigh, 
D 2 Au 
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And there fit down, like one forlorg, 

To ſave ber Fur from being torn. | l 

Now weary of theſe ſundry ſorts 
Of chaſt Diana's Rural Sports, : | 
And hearing of a Pedagogue, 1 


For Greek and Latin once in vogue, 
Who ad turn d his School but lately into 
A Houſe where Punch was ſold and wans * 
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We all agreed. to go and take 

A Sneaker there for Learning's ſake, 

It being but an eaſy Mile, 
A pleaſant Walk, without a Stile, 

To th Houſe, where we deſird to ſpend 

Our Loſings with our Learned Friend, 
Who now had ſtoopd to ſell good Claret, 
A Station far below his Merit. 5 
My Cberub, tho his Guts were grumbling, 
| With Racing, Rowling and with Tumbling, 
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1 Between his Shoulder-Blades a Hump, 
— Projecting far beyond his Rump, 


(29) 
Yet, never flinching from the Bowl, 
Stept on with all his Heart and Soul, 
Till ready with the Heat to faint, 
But ſcorn'd to make the leaſt Complaint, 
As thus in very ſultry Weather, 


We travel'd, fat and lean together, 
Some dripping hot, from top to bottom, 
And others cooly laughing at em, 
We chanc' d upon the Road to meet 

A little Man in a great heat, 5 


Lugging a mighty Sword along, 


That croſs his Buttocks dangling hung, 


And theſe agreeably ſupported, | 
y two ſplay Feet and Legs diſtorted, 
But dreſs d as nice as if he ad been | 

——_ | 


A Dwarf to ſome Inchanted Queen. 
My Cherub, who had Wit at Will, 


For all he tumbl'd down the Hill, 
= Could 


(30) 
Could not forbear o have a Throw 
At this ſtrange Pigmy of a Beau z 
Accordingly he fx d his Eye 
Upon him, as he ſtrutted by, 
Then nodding tow'rds him with his Head, 
My Cherub Will thus ſcoffing ſaid, 
Oſt bave I read the merry Tales 
Of Xſop, once at Tunbridge-Wells, | 

But ſure as we are here together, e* 
We now have met him wa! king thither, 
Our laughing at my Cberub's Jeſt, 
Gave #ſop's likeneſs ſome diftaft, 

ö That he reply d, as he paſs d by u us, 
Toure like the Army of Darius, 

| Among whoſe Per fian Troops were ſeen 
More clumſy Beafts than warlike Men. 
Come, come, ſaid I, one Joke's enough, 
Let us move on, and bim march off, 85 
And not, like Indian Cranes, rhus cavil 
With Mount ain Pigmies as we travel, 


Whoſe 


(31 ) 


Whoſe bloody Wars are ſo ſevere, 
That Thouſands periſh ev'ry Tear, 


Tho' neither, as the Story runs, 


Ds ever fight with Swords or Guns, 
But one Side with their Beaks make Puſhes, 


The other with their Spears of Ruſbes, 
And they that in the Battle gain 


The Conqueſt, feed upon the ſlain. 


So Bears and Indians often meet, 


And what the ha kill they eat. 


By flow Gradations we had now 


Arriv d at place of Rendevou, 

Where Domine, like Man of Faſhion, 
Gave us a friendly Salutation, 

And ſhow'd us into that ſame Room 


Where callow Pupils us'd to come, 


And at their Maſter's Inftigation, | 


Suck in the Milk of Education: 


| Neglected ſtood, which heretofore 
I?oung Poets and Grammarians bore, 
And where aſpiring ſtudious Wits, 


With Lemons, Squeezers, Strainers, Ladles, 
And twenty more ſuch Fiddle-faddles ; 


Cory” 
Here Forms, where Emulation fprung, 
And ſeedling Scholars us'd to throng, | 


Contended for ſuperior Seats : 
Here Shelves where Authors us d to ſtand. 
In order, for each Student's Hand, 


Were now diſgrac d, and doom d to bear 


Punch Bowls and other China Ware, 


In one dark Nook lay Ariftorle, 


And by him a huge Brandy Bottle : 


Deſcartes next had place, by whom 
Stood that damn d Devil's Piſs, call'd Rum: 


| In Company of theſe old ſtauncech 
Philoſophers lay Malcbranch, | 

| Searching for Truth; and at his Back 

French Claret, and a Keg of Rack: 


Among 


| C337 
Among the reſt was lightly hurl, 
Sir Walter's Hiftory of the World; 
And by its fide, gainſt time of — 
= Box of good 77 irginia Weed, 
| Suchas himſelf, without a Joke, 
In his own Study us d to ſmoke. 
Thus ancient Authors of Renown, 
On Shelves, lay ſcatter'd up and down, 
With drunken Trophies interſpers' 4 


= And Biſkets bak'd to be i immers 'd 


In noble Nectar, that the Bowl, | 
At once, when crown d with Toaſt, and full bi 


Might feaſt the Body nd chear the Soul. 


Thus wanton Bacchus now prophan'd 
The Houſe where once Apollo reign'd, 

And Men grow Fools in drunken Fits, 
Where Boys of late improv'd their Wits. 
So bave 1 known an ancient Seat 
Abandon'd by the Rich and Great, 
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And Swine poſſeſs the ruin'd Place, 
Once fit to entertain his Grace. 


_ Having thus taken a Survey 
Of all that offer'd in our way, 
We call'd for a capacious Bowl, 
To ſpirit up each thirſty Soul, 
Which now, to cery Mortal's thinking, 
Began to droop for want of drinking 3 
Accordingly a plenteous Doſe 3 
Of Punch was quickly handed to us, 
A Liquor ſo divinely good, 
When by the Learned ciohely 3 d, 
That even Gods affect the ſame, 
| Call'd only by another Name. | 
As Madam, when ſhe warms her Pallat 
With comfortable Nants, will call it 
Cold Tea, becauſe ſhe' d not be thought, 
By ſober Dames, a n Sot. 


1 
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So Neftar, which the Poets ay 


Their Heathen Gods drink eery Day, 
Could we the ſame rich Liquor taſt, 
| Might prove, perhaps, but Punch at laft : 
For Mortals oft by Names are cheated, f 


And by bifarious Terms outwitted; 


Therefore let merry Sots proclaim 


Nectar and Punch to be the ſame : 
3 Only when tipp) d by the Gods 
” And Goddeſſes i in their Abodes, 
In rev rence to their lofty Station, 
It bears a diff rent Appellation ; 
; As Red and Green, with Men of Art, 


In common Coats, are Gules and Vert 


But when the Bearings of a King 


Shall fall beneath our blazoning, 


If we're in Heraldry | ingenious, 


Thoſe Colours muſt be Mars and Venus. 
Beſides, ſometimes the World may ſee 
Higb-Treaſon blazon'd Loyalty - 


E 2 And 


W 
And then again, for ſome new reaſon, 
Loyalty ſhall be call'd High-Treaſon : 
Therefore Words fign ify no more 
Than what our Betters take em for. 
= Which ſhows, that mighty Men, as ; proud ) 
As Heathen Gods, muſt be allow'd ""» 


To cheat, with Names, the common Crowd. | 


By this time the celeſtial Cup | 
Had wound the Springs of Nature up, 


| That like pert Goſſips at a Chriſt ning, 


We had much Talking, but no Liſt ning. 
My Chum, who'd all the Morn been toſt 
About, from Pillar unto Poſt, 


And having taken ſpecial care, 
In turn, to drink at leaſt his Share, 
He now began, like one that's Louſy, 
8 ſhrug, and ſeem a little Drowſy, 
Stealing a Nod to eaſe his Limbs, 
Whilſt others broach d their merry Whims; 
But 


(37) 
But till, by inſtinct or by chance, 


Suddenly 'wak'd, as from a Trance, 


When cer the Ladle pointed to him, 

That Juſtice we are bound to do him; 

F or Wills true Steel, grant that a Maxim, 
The Cup the Magnet that attracts him, 

Place but that Loadſtone at his Door, 

Up ſtarts the Steel that ſlept before. 
Some pleas d the reſt with merry Catches, 
Others compar d their Rings and Watches; 5 

Some. wildly talk'd of Pruffian Troops, 

Some of Great Ladies monftrous Hoops, 


Some punn'd upon what others aid, 

And others ſtrange Cunnundrums made; 
My Landlord, who was born in Wales, 
And of great Learning, Splutterannailt, 
Told us, as plain as he could ſ no, - 
Th analogy 'twixt Welkb and Greek, 

And croak'd the Gutterels as roundly, 
As if he knew 'em both profoundly ; 
"1 Latin 


6s OE 

Latin he talk d with much more eaſe 
Than Lawyers wrangle for their Fees, 
And, tho a Welſhman, made no ſtammer 
At any Part or Rule of Grammar, I 


But had it at his Fingers ends, 
To pleaſure and inſtru his Friends, 
Tuſt as Muſicians have their Tunes, 


Or Playhouſe Wits their merry Puns, 


& To court and ratify the Sence 


Of others that command the Pence; 
For eery Artiſt muſt, in courſe, 

Submit to thoſe that bear the Purſe. 

"Tis hard, thought I, that Men of Sence, 
Good Learning, Wit and Eloquence, 

Should fall beneath the Frowns of F ate, 

And worthleſs Blockheads ride in State, 
As if deſigning Kmaves and Fools, 
Court Minions, Pimps, and Stateſmens Tools, 
Were only deſtin'd to the Smiles 
Of Fortune, in theſe wicked Ifles, 
| Where 


as 


Where Men by Infamy aſpire, 

From humble Stations into higher, 
And Women, at the vile expence 

Of Vertue, crow o'er Innocence, 

Whilſt, Juſtice, Honeſty, and Truth, 
Thoſe Ornaments of Age and Youth, 
Are laugh'd at by the Great and Proud, 
And render'd odious to the Croud. 
When moral Vertues loſe their force, 
Religion muſt decline in courſe ; 3 : 


And as that fades — the want of Grace 


Draws publick Ruin on apace; 

For when Preferments are beſtow d 

Upon the Bad, inſtead of Good, 

And heath'niſh Arguments ſhall raiſe 
A Man to ſacred Dignities, | 

| What muſt the Chriſtian Church ed. 

From ſuch abuſe and ſuch neglect, 

But fatal Herefies and Schiſms, OED 
In ſpight of Creeds and Catechiſms. | 


7 


If Guides ſhall openly deſpiſe 


| Religion's ſacred Myſteries, 


And teach the Croud to diſagree, 
Or cavil with the Trinity, 


| That great united Three in One, 


In whom Chriftianity begun, 


That Pow'r eternal, which alone, 

By Faith, is to be ſeen or known. 

1 ſay, if thoſe that wear the Cloth 
: Deny this fundamental Truth, 

And with their Tongues and Pens prophane 
Thoſe Myſt ries that they ſhould maintain. 

well may the common People ſtray, | 

IH their Learn d Guides miſtake the Way, 


And Chriſtians ſtagger i in their F aith, 

When Biſhops ſhall diſpute the Path. 
But hold! on what am I thus pond ring? 
Or, whither is my Fancy wand' ring? 


Excuſe this Punch-Bowl Rumination, 


That led me into this Digreſſion; 


_ Remem- 


(4) 
Remember, when good Liquor gains 


Th aſcendency in teeming Brains, 


We're then moſt apt to take in hand 


Thoſe things that leaſt we underſtand. 


Ale makes the Farrier a Phyſician, 
The Cobler a wiſe Politician, | 
The Pariſh Clerk a good Divine, 
The Dunce a Man of great Deſign, 


The prating pettifogging Drudge, | 


In Law, as knowing as a Judge. 
If muddy Ale, when ſwill'd by Fools, 


| Has theſe effects on common Souls, 


| Sure noble Punch, that liquid Fire, 
May raiſe a Poet's Frenzy high, 

And cauſe his Muſe, in ſuch a caſe, 

To ſoar and fly a Wild Gooſe chaſe : 
Therefore, if any Faults you ſee, 
Blame the good Liquor, and not me, 

| Becauſe Religion moſt debated, 

By Mortals, when moſt elevated; 5 
F 


Which 


(42) 
Which ſhows, when fuddl'd, we affect 
Io talk of what we moſt neglect. 


The Bromley Coach, which we before 


Beſpoke, now coming to the Door, 


We Cocknies, who were four in number, 


For Coach or Cart ſufficient Lumber, 


Call'd for the Reck'ning, paid our Shots, 


And ſtagg'ring took our leave like Sots. 
But when the jocund Coachman ſaw 
The Weight his Horſes were to draw, 
Greatly ſurpris'd at our approach, 

He nimbly ſtarted from his Coach, 
And hiding with his Hat the Eyes 


Of his near Horſe, he nodding cries, 
Pray Maſters, whilit I Blind my Horſes, 


| Walk in and ſeat your heavy Arſes, 
For ſhould they ſee four Men ſo large, 


They would not draw one ſtep, by George. | 


Pleas'd 
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3 
Pleas d with the Jeſt, then in we crouded, 
No Waggon could be heavier loaded, 
Our Bodies cloſer wedg d, by far, 
Than Hogſheads in a Themes-fireet Car. 
And thus we travel 'd, wreaking warin, 
Confin d from ſtirring Leg or Arm, 
But fat like Sacks of Meal ſtow' d up 
'Tth' corner of a Baker's Shop, 
„Squeezing our ſquabby Sides together, 


And Elbows almoſt thro the Leather, 


Expecting, e ery ſhock, our Bones 


Receiv'd from. rugged Ruts and Stones, 


The whole Machine would be confounded, 


And our poor ſelves diflods' d and wounded. 
However, all theſe Fears and Cares, 

Of Miſchiefs happ ning unawares, 

Would not reſtrain us, on our Way, 

From Sleep, to either Watch or Pray, 
But tir d with Sporting and with Drinking, 
Our Eyes were now inclin'd to winking : 5 a 
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According: we clos'd our Peepers, 
And ttept like four oth feven Sleepers, 1 
Not near fo long, but full as found, 
For half an Hour we napp'd it round, 
Whilſt to each drowſy dreaming Noddle 
The rocking Coach became a Cradle, 
The Wheels ſupply d the Nurle's Song, 
And lulld us as they row! d along. 

The Coachman drowthy with the Dutt, 
| Now ſtop da while, to quench his Thirft, | 


Duns 4 oc, 


At a {mall Cottage on the Road, 
Where wholſome nappy Ale was brew'd, 
Such Liquor as deſerves the Praiſe 
Of Bumpkins upon Holy. days, 
And oft intoxicates the Brains 
Of rural Nymphs and merry Swains. 


N o ſooner had the thirſty Drirer 


. Call d for ſome Ale to coo! his Liver, 


But my poor Cherub, hot and dry = 
With Punching, like the reft and I, : 
Awak'd 


2 


| Awak' at the approach of Drink, 


And could no longer fleep a wink, 


But rub'd his Eyes, and cry'd, Good People, 
For G-d's ſake bring à Fug of Tipple. 
So drowſy Swine, that ſnoring , 


Pent cloſe in their unſav'ry Sty, 
Start from their Slumbers when they bear 


| Their Feeder with bis Hogwaſh near, 


— 
4 
9 
£8 
3 
* 
E 
«WW 
9 
a 
= 
! 
| 
4 
. 
T 
: 
oo 
: 
bd 
* 


And by their loud impatient grunts, 
Expreſs their Gladneſs and their Wants. 


Now each Man ſhaking from his Soul, 
The Influence of our Bromley Bowl, 
Reſolv'd to guard himſelf, and keep 
His Senſes from the Pow'r of Sleep, 

Till Time, that univerſal Friend, 
Had brought us to our Journey's end; 6 
But finding that the Punch, together 
With the hot Sunſhine duſty Weather, 


Had 


0) 


Had clam d our Mouths & parch d our r Throats 


As dry as old unliquor'd Boots, 

Wagreed at once to rince our Pallats, 
And lubricate our drowthy Gullets, 
With home-brew'd Ale, which Ages ſince 
Was Liquor for an Engliſh Prince, 

= When Virtue was indulg d at Court, 

And reign d among the Nobler Sort, 
And when the Kingdoms happy fare 

Was truly eery Stateſman's Care, 

But ſince adult rate foreign Juices 

Take place of what our Iſle produces, 

We turn all Juſtice out of door, 

Treat Publick Credit like a Whore, 


And grow more Wicked and more Poor. 


When thus, with good freſh Enpliſh Ale, 
We'd cool'd ourſelves from Head to Tail, 


And to our Comfort, Malt be praisd, 
Had quench d that drouth the Punch had rais d, 
Ge-up 


(47) 
Ge-up, away the Coachman flog d 
His Prancers, and along we jog'd, 
Like Xentiſ Yeomen fat at Heart, | 
with Pickrd Pork and Damſon Tart. 1 
As thus we mov d tow'rds London Town, 
That ſecond Sodom of Renown, 
A Hackney Chaiſe came whirling by, 
A s faſt as one poor Horſe could fly, 
And in the ſame were ſeated two, 
An Exchange Seamſter and a Jew, 
Both known, upon their ſwift approach, 
To me, and others in the Coach : 
The Infidel, of Heber's Race, 
Had the old Leaven i in his Face, 
And look'd as if he ad ſuck d at Nurſe, 
Two Saffron-Bags, or ſomething worſe ; 
Or that his Parents, as they bred him, 
With Turm'ric Pudding only fed him. 
Of his laſcivious Eyes the Sights 
Were black as Charcoal, but the Whites 
As 


(48) 
As yellow as a Chriſtmas Candle, 
Or an old Caſe-knife's Iv'ry Handle, 

That in his Looks a Man might ſee 

His ancient Jewiſh Pedigree, 

Deriv'd of R------s that rob d the poor 

_ Zeyptians in the days of yore, | 
Debauch d each handlome Wife and Daughter 
And ſtript em of their Jewels ater 5 
Then with the Booty they had made, 
To other diſtant Nations fled, og” | 
There ſold their glitt ring Ware, to grace 
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This Lady's Fingers, tother's Face. 

N And thus did into Kingdoms bring 
| That coz ning Trade of Jewelling, 
Till Kings, enamour'd with the fight 
Of beauteous Dames, that ſhone ſo bright, 
Exchang'd their own for Agrpt's Stones, 
Z And hung the Gngaws on their Crowns ; 
For precious Stones that Women wore 


As Ornaments in Times of Lore, 


Were 
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Were firſt affected by the Fair, 


As means to gain a living Pair. 


That fat with Moſes in his Chair, 


Was not a Proſtitute that s common, 


That keeps a Shop, as People ſay, 


For Countenance, but ſins for Pay; 


More by her Pleaſantry than Pains: 1 


When Bawding chiefly is the Trade 10 
By which they earn their daily Bread. 


(49) 


The Damſel full of Life and Ayre, 


But a good- natur'd pritty Woman, 


A purchaſable Laſs, that gains 


J uſt ſuch a kind Seam-ſowing Lady h 


As Chaucer has deſcrib'd already, 


Who made Shop-keeping her pretence, +1 | 
But by her Favours gain d the Pence. i 
As cunning Dames, we often tind, 5 


Hang out a Cradle for a blind, I 


r 


'Tis bard, ſaid I, 4 Laſs ſo pritty, 
That dwells in ſuch 4 Chriſtian City, 


! 
a, 50 ) wu | 
For want of Grace, or due Proviſion, 


Should yield her Charms to Circumciſion, | 


And al her beauteous Limbs unveil, 


To a vile ſeoarthy Infidel. 


Pob] ſays my Cherub, that's no News, 


2 


For Chriſtian Whores to mix with Jews, 
Or Turks, that are but well ſupph'd 
With Gold, to pay fort when they ride. | 


Diadit ever know a Dame that comes 


. To Market with ber Pears and Plums, | 
5 Aſk the Religion of her Buyers, 
That bid the Price which ſbe requires 2 
W 
But Pence, may buy her luſheous Ware. 


'Tis well remark'd, ſaid I, indeed, 
by Money makes all Intrigues ſucceed, 
And tempts the Fair to greater Wrongs 
Than Luft itſelf, or flati ring Tongues. 


Tis 
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Tis Money makes the old Wife trot, 


And young ones do Te know nor what : 
 Adures the Great, tho nobly born, 
To act thoſe very chings they ſeorn, 
Bribes the bold Enemies of State, 


To creep and cringe to thoſe they Hate; 


Corrupts the Fudge, deludes the Guide, 
And araws even Loyalty 2 de, 

Makes arenen wicked, Kingdoms mad. 
In foort, does cer bing hat 5 bad ; 
Becauſe, if we the Truth may tell, 

This oftner ill-applyd than well : 

But Mortals, that contend about it, 


Pill urge, that none can live without it, 


And therefore it becomes each Man, 
To gain as much on't as be can. 
Money we own's @ uſeful Evil, 
But in ill bands may prove the Devil : 
4s doubtleſs noble Wine is good 


To chear the Heart and cleanſe ho Blood ; 
Ee G 2 But 


O what's defi ond for common uſe, 


(52) 


But fill we find that the abuſe 


Makes Thouſands damm the noble Juice. | 
So thoſe that do their Coffers line, 85 | 
May buy deſtruction with their Coin, 
And live to curſe the means by which 
They thrive and make themſelves ſo rich, 1 


By this time our uneaſy Bones ” 
Began to feel old Southwark Stones, 

Which by unwelcome Jolts and Jumbles, 
Gave our full Guts ſuch ugly grumbles, 


| That being forc d for caſe to light, 


We paid, and bid our Coach good Night: 
The Driver glad to find his Horſes 
Well rid of four ſuch neavy Arſes, 

And we as highly pleas d to ſee 

Our crippl'd Limbs at liberty, 
Walk d off like four great brawny Durchmen, 
With no leſs Comfort than the . 

I — 


, 


| To eaſe their Intrails when replete 
With nauſeous dregs of what they eat; 
So now the ſtruggling Ordure pent 
In our Hogs-Puddings wanting vent, 0 
We all were forc d, in this Diſtreſs, 


To ſeek the next convenient place, 


RNenown d for humming Beer and Stout, 
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So fares it in a coupl d Life, 
When Wife plagnes Huſband, Huſband Wife, 
Each rg with a repenting Heart, 
Till one fide does elope or ſtart, 
Then both are joyful when they part. 


As all Men, by inſtind of Nature, 
Make ſomething elſe beſides warm Water, 


1 
| 

| 
. 


Which prov'd to be a Houſe of Note, 


Yet humbly ſtands in Half- Horſe Alley, 
Where rare Malt Liquors never fail ye: 


In doors we ruſh'd with eager Haads, 


Imploy'd to looſe our Breeches Bands, 


(34) 

And afking for the Scat we wanted, 

The ſtinking Hovel ſoon was granted, 

Which prov d too little to admit 

Of more than one at once to fit; 

This caus'd us all to difagree, 5 

And ſtruggle for precedency, 

Till one fat Friend, among the reſt, 

Like a Hen frighted from her Neſt, 

Being in great diſtreſs to lay, 

Was forc d to drop an Egg by th way, 
Thus like Competitors that wait 
At Court for Places in the State, | 
We all contended till our Ends 
| Were ſerv'd, and then we all grew Friends, 

> But this Conveniency, for which 

Each ſtruggl'd to relieve his Breech, 

Was ſcarce ſo big upon the ſquare, 

As an old Grannams Wicker Chair, 

That as We ſat by turns, each Man 

Look d like a Squab in a Sedan, 


Or 
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Or pamper d Lord, whoſe Bulk is frtet 
To load a Waggon or Horſe-litter. 
My Cherub, who was leaſt in haſt, | 
And chanc'd to take his Turn the laft, 
Had wedg'd his brawny Sides ſo cloſe 
Into this Dung-box of an Houſe, 

That when he ſtrove to raiſe his great 
M7 Fat Buttocks from the narrow Seat, 
. The Houſe ſtuck to him as the Shell 
Does to a crawling Garden Snail, : 
That he had much ado to ſhake 
The boarded Privy from his Back, 
But buſt! d, during this miſhap, 
-- Lake Rat juſt taken in a Trap, 

Before he could his Shoulders free, 
Oc ſet his Bum at liberty. | 
We laugh'd to ſee the odd Event 
Of this new merry Accident, 
Which did my Cherub's Wrath provake, 
And made him damn his wooden Cloak, 
3 That 


(56) 
That caus'd him thus above the reſt, 
Jo be his old Companion's Jeſt, 
But had no ſooner button d faſt 
His Buckſkin Breeches round his Waſte, 
Ere he began to be as clever 


And cherubimical as ever, 


At once quite baniſhing away, 
The paſt Miſchances of the Day; 

So that we now, like mutual Friends, 
5 Walk'd in to make the Houſe amends, 
For granting us their Privy Place, 

To eaſe our Bowels in diſtreſs L 
According] y we choſe a Table 

Among a Kitchen full of Rabble, 
And call'd aloud like other People, 
For Pipes, Tobacco, and ſome Tipple, 


Oer which we talk'd, and while we ſtaid, 


The foll'wing Obſervations made. 


Our Hoſt, who ſeemingly was near 
His greateſt Climacteric Year, 


Was 
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* 
Was yet as briſk among his Gueſts, 
As an old Hunter in a Chaſe, 


| Or a blind Fidler when he Jokes 
And ſerapes among the Country Fo kes, 
Ak him concerning this or that, I 
He always anſwers very pat, 

No matter whether right or wrong, 

: He'll ſhow ye that he wants no Tongue, 
But bythe dint of florid Jargon, 


| Candrowna Bagpipe or an Organ. 


Could ſhow more ready Wit than he. 


Should any Man preſume to run 
Upon him with a Jeſt or Pun, 
| He ſoon would let the Coxcomb ſee 


No bant ring Knave at Repartee, 


He's ſeldom Sick, tho' often alling, 


| And for each Virtue has ſome failing, 


| | Both which, ſo artfully Ie blended, 
He ſcems beſt pleas d, when moſt offended, 


Ho That 
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That is, when teas d with other Scoffs, 
| The more he's vex d, the more he laughs, 

As if he ſcorn'd the Laſh of Satyr, 
And drown'd Reſentment in good Nature, 
He's rich and happy in his Station, 
Vies Beer with all the Brewing Nation, = 
And never draws a Pint to wet 
A Cobler's Whiſtle, but in Plate, 
Which Top, and Bottom, „pays my Hoft | 
Good Intereſt, for the Sum it colt. 
So Harlets find the moſt Succeſs 

And Profit in the fineſt Dreſs. 

| The cunning Doclor, that for eaſe, : 

Can keep his Coach, bas double Fees, 
And the proud V if ler that can draw | 

In Silver, will, in ſight of Law, 

Make twice the Advantage of his Sorts, 
Oer bim that ſells in Pewter Pots. 
For as the Taylor, that deſigns 
To thrive and heap up Riches, finds 2 


(59) 
Moſt Profit from his Trade accrues, 
By charging what he does not uſe. 
So the wiſe Pit ler that intende 
Timprove his Fortune by his Friend, 
Muſt make em pay alike, for what. 


He draws, and what he draws en not. 


No Man can boaſt a better Wife, 
To ſoeth the galling Cares of Life, 
No proud Dame, but a ſaving Matron, 
Not over nice, nor yet a Slattern, h 
But One, whoſe fading Years expreſs 
The Ruins of a handſome Face, 
Sufficient to remind my Hoſt 
Of former Charms ſhe now has loſt, 
And make him Rill attempt to ſhew 
His Will to what he cannot do, 
Tis true, my Landlord bears the Sway, 
But ſhe the Burden of the Day, 


4 
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He fits at eaſe enjoys his Friends, 

Smokes much, drinks more, but nothing ſpends, 
Whilſt She, good Dame, t enrich her Spouſe, 
Submits to all things in the Houſe, 55 
And drudges like an Indian Slave, 

To pleaſe and eaſe the idle Knave. 

A Cuſtom never known before : 

The lazy Palatines came oer; 3 

By whole Example, Men were taught. 

To ſanter, loll, and ſtrole about, 

Whilſt the good wife and buxom Daughter 

Were Slaves to fetch in Wood and Water. 


My Landlord to ſecure his Wealth, 
From Midnight Rogues that live by Stealth, 
Had quarter d in his Houſe a tall | 
Young Iriſh Soldier, by my. Shoul, 
Who for ſtrong Drink, and Bread and Cheeſe, 


And 


SS 


And, to give honeſt Teague his due, 


Was Body-guard and Tapſter too, 
Did faithful Service Night and Day, 


Made wrangling Sots their Reck' ning pay, 
And at top late unlawful Hours, 


Turn'd noiſy Drunkards out of Doors. 


Pro Teague, aid Toform 1 us right, 

What Hour it is, what Time of Night, 

Says Teague, before Ido come back 

TI tell you abs I've aſt d the Clock, 

With that he ſtep'd aſide, and ſtaid 

„ while, and then returning, ſaid, 

7, : Maſter, 1 40 underſtand 

= The Bell much better than the Hand 
But by and by twill ring, and then 

By my Shalvaſhion twill be Ten. 


This Anſwer caus d us all to male, 


And made us merry for a while, 


Whick * 
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Which Teague obſerving, ſhook his Skull, 
And cry d, Ton take me for a Fool, 
But by St. Patrick, look we thorow, 
Tou'll find I was not born ro Morrow, 


4 


- The tipling Manſion ſeem'd to be 
A Houſe of great Antiquity, 

Or rather humble Cottage meant, 

For Dyarts and Pigmies to frequent, 
Tall Men may fancy when they're here, 
That they're aboard ſome Privateer, 

And if they ſtand, muſt bend their Necks, 
As Seamen do between the Decks. 


| Therefore, teſcape a knock oth Pate, 

| The ſafeſt Ways to chuſe a Seat; 

But then, if they too long fit down, 

The Drink will catch them by the Crown; Y 
And thus, if they Caribdis ſhun, 


| They may perhaps on Scylla run. 


The Kitchen, where we ſat in common, 
With ſmoking Coblers and with Broom-men, 
At N icht was like a Graveſend Barge, 

Cram d very full, tho not ſo large, 

Each prating o'er his Evening's Draught, 
5 Some reeling drunk, ſome piping hot; = 
Yet great Complaints by all were made, 
 Oth' want of Mony and of Trade, 
Except my Hoſt, wh'ad no regard 5 
To th Suff rings of the grumbling Herd, 
Becauſe, he found to his Content, 

The leſs they work a, the more they ſpent. 

For lab ring Morzal:, when they fare 

Moſt hard, drink moſt to drown their Care, 
And, Tinker like, will warm the Head 

W ich Beer, altho they beg their Bread. 


But that which did above the reſt | 


Amuſe us moſt, and pleaſe us beſt, 


(64) 
Was an old Dunghil in the Room, 
Exempt from Shovel and from Broom, 
That long had lain before the Fire, 
High as an Ant- hill, if not high'r, 
On which our Landlord us'd to crow, 
When fuddl'd, o'er his Gueſts below, 
And mount his Corps, when he thought fit 
To cxerciſe his bant'ring Wit; - 
Nay, ſometimes preach'd to Sots and Fools, 
His own domeſtick Laws and Rules, 
And told” 'em what a Gnful Way 
It was, to {core and never pay. 
Thus much we ad heard, before we came 
To ſee my Landlord and his Dame, 


But now defir d a clear Account 

Of this uncommon little Mount. 
Pray, Landlord, ſays my Cherub Will, 
What means that uſeleſs dirty Hill 2 | 
4 Is it deſign'd by lying there, 
To ſtreen your Roaſt-meat from the Air? 
| Aþ! 
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Ah! Sir, ſays he, I'd have you think 
Ine er was bred to Pen and Ink, 
I know but little, I confeſs, 
Of Letters, and of Figures [ſs ; 
Therefore, by that mnforming Moumt 
Of Dirt, I keep my whole Ae count, 
I know by that what Trade 1 drive, 
Il hen I go back, and when 1 thrive, 
That tells me e er Brewer's Dey, 
When to put off, and when 70 2 
Mperber my Beer Je good or no, 5 
When it's freſb tap d, and when i its ow: 
And does a Thouſand Wonders more 
Than ever Dunghil did before. 


But, how do you make this appear, 


Said I, pray, Landlord, let us hear. 


Lord, Sir, reph d my Hoſt, nc er doubt, 
But] can plainly make it out. 
13 Dont 
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3 Don t ridicule my Words, but pray 

_ © Give ear to what I further ſay. 
**Twas well obſerv'd by our Forefathers, 

| TW ho gains moſt Dirt, moſt Riches gathers, 
* The Truth of which old Proverb, I 

Shall now attempt to verify ; 

« When firſt I humbly laid aſide | 

My flogging Scepter + for a Bride, 

8 And took this good old Manſion here, 
Jo live by ſelling Ale and Beer, 

We then imploy d our Mops and Brooms 
* To waſh our Harths, and ſweep our Rooms, 
And made our Pewter ſhine as bright, 


* As any Glow-worm's Tail by Night 


But this we did, to tell you true, 


© Becauſe we'd nothing elſe to do: 

« At length, my Beer obtain'd a Vogue 
0 With this and t'other merry Rogue, 
: T 111 jolly Broom-men, Coblers, Porters, 
In Winter, finding — warm Quarters, 


7 Once a 1 "I Flock'd 


to) 
Flock d in with clouted Shoes all o'er 
"© As dirty as the Common Shore, 
Calla for full Wincheſter's of Stout, 
© And at one Guzzle toap'd em out, 
* Drank much, paid well, to my Deſire, 
* Then knock d their Heels before the Fi Ire, 
Some leaving Flakes of Clay behind. 
e Some, Rubbiſh of another kind. 


c This, ever ſince, I've taken Pains 


5 To ſave, by which [I know my Gains; 
For as my Dunghil waſts or grows, 


I find my Mony ebbs or flows, 


1M And when 'tis much encreas'd, beſure 


< I keep touch rarely with my Brewer, 
* But if the Clark obſerves tis waſting, 
Ile durſt not dun for fear of baſting. 

* Becauſe he knows his Maſter's Drink 
| © Proves bad, or th Dunghil would not fink, 
For tis the jolly Rogues that keep 
© Their Meetings here, that ſwell the Heap, 
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But when they're poor, and fail to call, 
My Mount does to a Mole-hill fall: 
"oy Thus, when good ſtore of Dirt they make, 
The more good Mony do] take; 
But when my Houſe looks clean and fine, / 
My Dunghil and my ſelf decline, © 6 


For want of Dirt, and want of Coin. 5 | 


* Beſides, yon little Bank or Hill 

Has Properties more uſetul ſtill, 

* For when the freezing Winter drives 
5M The rambling Bees into their Hives, 
7 The neighb'ring Fleas in ſuch cold Wether 
* Quit Danes and Dogs, and all hop hither, 
Th Andi in that warm reviving Heap 
* Of Dirt, their W inter Rev els keep, 
80 that if any chatt ring Broom- man, 
. Scrub, Porter, Drab, or Batket- Woman, 


Should leep, or ſing a tedious Song, 
: And keep a good warm Birth too Jong, 


«* Up. 


( 69 ) 
Up ſkips a Swarm of hungry Fleas 
About their Buttocks, Thighs and Knees, 


And makes em, ſcratching, fly the Fire, 
That colder Gueſts may draw the nigh 7 3 
* So that no room have I to huff, 

«Or ſ ay, Come Friends you're warm enough, 
* Remove your Places, and withdraw, 
© That others may have Cobler's Law. 
* The very Fleas do this, I fay, 


And more to ſerve me cery Day. 


* Who then, that from a Swarm of Fleas, 
* Receives ſuch Benefits as theſe, — 
Would not eſteem the dirty Place 
That harbours ſuch a uſeful Race. 


© Landlord, faid I. we muſt acknowledge, 
* No Sophiſter bred up in College, 
Could with more Eaſe, or artful Sence 


* Explain your Dunghil's Excellence, 


« © Who 


(70) 

Who could imagine you ſhould reap 
© Such Service from a mouldy Heap, 

And make more uſeful Obſervations 

From Dirt, than ſome from Conftellations; 

Farmers, tis true, and Gard ners raiſe 

Eſtates from Dunghils, to their Praiſe, 
* But theirs are by induſtrious Hands, 

Expended on their pooreſt Lands; 

But you, contrarywiſe become 

« More rich by keeping yours at home; el 
© Sure Greſham College never knew 

<A Vi ircuoſo like to you, 

0 That can with Art and Nature ſport 

And draw Concluſions from the Dirt; 

Let us engage you to beqneath | 

© This famous Dunghil at your Death, 

To that Repoſitory, where 

6 Earth, Water, Spirits, Fi ire and Air, 

And all the Wonders they produce 


cQAre in Subject ion kept for uſe. 


Then 
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© Then ſhall Philoſopers diſplay 
The Vertues of your Lump of Clay, 
And in their Lectures ſpread abroad 
M The Worth of your myſterious Clod, 
Which ſhall to endleſs Honours riſe, 

And ſleep among their Rarities, 55 
55 Whilſt you that did, when living, own 


99 5 This little Dunghil of Renown, - 
„Shall, when you re dead, be well rewarded, 5 


a having Name and Gift recorded 
Among thoſe worthy Benefackors, 
* To th Philoſophical Tranſactors, 
© Whoſe Wiſdom, as a Man may ſay, 
* Will laſt for ever and for aye. 


| The End of the Second Part, 
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ADY ERTISEMENT. 


. W 7 T Hereas, a late Pamphlet, intitl'd 
/ V Whipping Tom, Sc. has been pub- 
liſh'd in an Advertiſement, among ſeveral 
Writings by the Author of this preſent Poem, 
and thereby falfly infinuated to be his. This 
is to aſſure all ſuch Perſons as want to be 
ſatisfy'd in that Particular, that the Author 
of the London-Spy, the Cavalcade, the Wan- 
dring-Spy, &c. never wrote, or publiſh'd any 
Pamphlet under the aforeſaid Title of Whip- 
ping Tom, &c. or ever {aw one Line of any 


ſuch Book, except the Title Page; and, 


therefore defires not to be bury'd alive under 
other People's Rubbiſh, having enough of his 
own; which he would gladly ſurrender to 

any vain Scribler that defires ſuch an Inter- 


ment. 
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THE 
 Contending Candidates : . 
| OR, THE 


Broow-STtare BarrTLs, 
DIRTY SKIRMISHES, 


AND OTHE R 
Comical Humours of the late 
Southwark Election. 


Hen ſome by Fraud and ſome byStealth, 
Had fleec'd Britannia of her Wealth, 

And Runp had gall'd itſelf by fitting. 

Full four Years longer than twas fitting, 

Till moſt Men found their Money vs, | 

And Trade declining 1 into none. 

Then Whig. and Tory, Saint and Quaker, 


The Wealthy, Wiſe, and poor Wiſeaker, 
A Azainit r 


(2) 
Againſt the common Evil join d, 
As if they all were of a Mind, 
And growing great as Kan and Cup, 
Cry d down, what they had not long cry'd up. 
So be that chooſes, thro miſtake, 
A Wife that does a bad one male, 
Commends her till the odious ſtain | 
Of Levity appears, and then | 
With the ſame Lips he prais'd the Fade, 
He damns the fooliſh Choice he made. 


The univerſal Cries that round 
The reſtleſs Kingdom ſpread their Sound, 
At length, by way of Retribution, 
Procur'd a Joyful Diſſolution : 
The Tories all ſeem d highly n d, 
And tender Conſciences much eas d: 
Great Expedations now ſubdu'd 
The Be ears that had poſſeſs 4 the Crowd, 


And 


e 
And every Party hop 'd to ſee 
A Parliament both new and free 
One that would paſs no Bill to ſxreen 
III Projects and deſigning Men, 
But ſuch as would redreſs the Wrongs, 
which Thouſand bear with ſilent Tongues, 
For Men of Wiſdom in Diſtreſs, 
By Patience make their Suff rings leſs, 
IWhils Fools, by their impatient Nature, 
Make e ery Jnr . greater. f 


The Writs being iſſu d from the Crown, 
And ſent to cery Borough Town, 

The Candidates now drop'd their Pride, 
And humbly to their Slaves applyd 
For Votes, and till they'd gain'd their Ends, 
Were eery Fool's obſequious Friends, 
With Liquors made the Huſbands glad, 
And kiſs d the merry Wives like mad: 


er 
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But if theſe Meaſures chanc d to fail, 
They d other Methods to prevail. 
As be that courts 4 pritty Laſs, 
For nothing but a looſe Embrace ; 
IF Hugs and Flatt'ries will not win her, 
Gold, that will make a Saint a Sinner, 
Wil gain her, or the Devil's in her. 


Among the reſt, that ancient Borough, 
Where Farnam Hops oft travel thorow, 
Put up four Candidates, to try 


3 Which two, ſhould t other two outvie: 


The firſt, whoſe Title and Degree, 
May juſtly claim Precedency, 

Had with dye Warineſs prepar'd 

A Troop of Firemen for his Guard, 
As if his Worſhip, being wiſe, 

F oreſaw ſome hot work would ariſe ; 3 
And therefore, thought if Feuds and Heats 
Should happen, to perplex the Streets, 


His 
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His Salamanders might protect him 


From ſuch, as did not much affect him. 
Accordingly this ſturdy Train, 
With armed Noddles, led the Van, 
And in their hands they bore upright 
Their Fire- hooks, to defend the Knight, 
Who, leſt ſome ſpightful Rogues, or other, 
Should think him a Diſſenting Brother, 
To ſhew his mighty Zeal, Good Lord, 
Upon a Pole had fix'd a Band, 
Whereon was wrote the ſacred Name 
Of CHURCH, to his eternal Fame, 


But us'd no Epithet to ſhow, 


Whether he meant the High or Low; 
Which made ſome think he was of neither, 
And had but ſmall regard to either. 1 

ä flowever, let the quaint Device 

Be prais d, or laugh d at by the Wiſe, 


This wooden Mace, with oreat decorum, 


Was born in ſolemn Pomp before him, 
Thaz 
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That Men might know, or gueſs at leaſt, 
What F aith the doubty Knight profeſt, 
So thoſe that bamper Rats and Moles, 
Carry cheir ſhow Cloths upon Poles, 
| That any Fool that paſſes by, 
May read their Trade with half an He. 


Behind his Body-guard, the Knight 

Appear d, and made a gallant Sight, 
Upon a prancing Steed, that caper d 
As if his Arſe had been well pepper d, 
Or, that ſome Jockey Rogue had given hin 

An Eel that Morning to enliven him, 

For as the Trumpet ſounded ſweetly, 

He danc'd and cock'd his Tail moſt neatly, 

And with his fine accompliſh'd Feet, 

Juſt as the Muſick plaid, he beat 


True Time, upon the Stones i'th' Street, 


The 


EF" 
Ihe Knight, thus mounted like a King, 
And dreſs' d as fine as any Thing, 5 
Made ſuch a Figure in his Saddle, 
As on his Steed he ſat a ſtraddle, 

That even thoſe that lin d the Borough, 
' To ſee the Cavalcade march thorow, 
Could not agree, which moſt, or leaſt 
Deſerv'd their Praiſe, the Man, or Beaſt; 
So that the Horſe, ſome think, had quite 
As many Vot'ries as the Knight. 


To back our noble Hero's Rump, 

A Troop of Scarecrows march d in Pomp, 

Tuſt ſuch as Undertakers call, 

3 To grace a ſolemn Funeral; 

Mounted on Higlers hobb ling Pads, 

Lean Scrubs, and founder'd Hackney Jades, 
Such Dog's-meat Tits, or rather worſe 


Than thoſe that crawl before a Hearſe, 


And 
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And fright old Women into Fits 
Of groaning, as they pass the Streets. 


Thus, arm'd with Oaken Sticks and Bludgeons, 


They fiſh'd about to catch more Gudgeons, 

And march d their Rounds upon their Vo- balde, 
To gather ſtrength like rowling Snow-balls. 
In this good Order and Condition, 
| Well leave em to their grand Proceſſion, 


And when we want em, well contrive 


A Way to meet em, if alive. | 


The next, whoſe Mims! is mach renown d, 
Tho oſten i in a Nutſhel found, 


Was too much indifposd, to head 


The num'rous Troops he ſhould have led; 

However, in reſpe& to thoſe 

Good Friends, that did his Cauſe eſpouſe, = 
| He venturi in his Coach to view em, 


And paid his Compliment unto em; ; 


(9) 
That in his Aſpect they might ſee all 
His Illneſs was not feign'd, but real; 
When this the prudent Sage had done, 
He left the Conduct to his Son, 

A Youth that charm'd the Lookers on; 
His dreſs ſo rich, himſelf ſo gay, 
So well accouter d for the Day, 


That all the Dames, and Men of Faſhion, 


Beheld him with juſt Admiration : 
No Turkiſh Aga ever rid 


A nobler Horſe than he beſtrid, 5 


So finely limb d, ſo boldly cheſted. 
So neat his Head, ſo highly creſted, - 
So briſk his Eye, his Tail ſo long, 
All Parts fo active and ſo ſtrong ; 
That the young Grecian ſeated cloſo 
th Saddle of Bucephalus, 

Could not in Statelineſs exceed 


Our Engliſh Hero and his Steed; 


The 


(10) 
The Ladies view'd him with delight, 
And ſcem'd to languiſh at the fight, 
As if they ſtrove to let him fee, 


How much they lik d his Gallantry, 


Whülſt others rode curvetting by, 
: Neglected by each Lady's Eye, 


And look'd as if they took diſtaſt, 
That one fine Youth above the reſt, 
Shaeuld thus, by his engaging Air, 
Ingrols th e Pra! iſes of the Fair. 
Ma wt en the N, ing- Stn expands 
His Luflre der the dewy Lands, 
The Stars that ſhone before fo bright, 


Al Lis appearance loſe their Light, 

= bill all the rural N mphs and Swaihs, 0 LY 
With Jay expreſs a erateful Sence , 1 
Of Lis enliy ning Infuence. \ ] 
Before the Troop, to pleaſe the Crowd, \ 

. 


Typo Boats were mimically row'd, 


CTY) 
By River-Slaves, in Coats and Badges, 
Supported by inferior Drudges, 


At e ery Pull they puff d and blow'd, 


And all the Arts of Charon ſhow d, 


As if their Oars had been iwploy'd 
Frlv Thames, againſt both Wind and Tyde; 
Sometimes an arch unlucky Hand 


That row d, forget ful of the Land, 


Miſtook the Rabble Rout for W. ater, 


And with their Heads made ugly Sean beer 15 


Then Oaths and Curſes were beſtow d 
In Volleys, on the Rogues that row d, 


Who, like true Maritim Brav 2does, 


Return'd, inſtead of Hand Granadoes, 


Rude Was Language lit to ſpout 


Away on ach 2 Rabble Rout; 


New flying Streamers did adorn 


The painted Boats from Stem to Stern, 


Which, dreſs d in Pomp, appear'd as gay, 


As Barges on my Lord May't's Day, 


B 2 Wher 


”"" 7 

When the Twelve Tribes by Water go 0 
With Muſick, which, to grace the Show, > 
Play London Cuckolds all 4 row. 5 | 


Round theſe a huge Alſatian Throng 
March d bellow ing like Bulls along, 
Some clad in Fuſtian, ſome in Leather, 
Ratt ling their Oaken Clubs together, 
In Love exchanging Knocks and Thumps, 
Bawling aloud, Down with the Rumps, 
Then roar'd like Thunder as they mov'd, 
In Favour of the Side th'approv'd, 
Joſtling all others they fuſpected, 
” Perſons diff rently affected, 
And not by Principle inclin d, 


* 


To ſerve that Int'reſt they had join'd. 
Thus, when the Rabble fill the Street, 


And Mobs of different Tempers meet, 
The firongeſt Number will impoſe 
The Truth and Fuſtice of their Cauſe 


Upon 


bl 
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Upon the Weak, with Thumps and Knocks, 
As if rbejr Clubs were Orthodox. 


Then rode the a + Soak, array'd 


In Marſhal Habit, at the Head 
Of Thouſands all compleatly mounted, 


A Troop too num!rous to be counted, 


| No Horſemen hir d to aggrandize 1 


The Show, and cheat the Peoples Eyes; * 


: But truſty F riends, and Men of Note, 
Who d right to ride, and right to vote, TE 
: Brave jolly Mortals, that appear d 
As bold, as if they nothing fear d, 


But in their looks expreſs d a eg 


Averſion to a double T ongue, 


And ſuch looſe Conſciences that break 


Thro' Friendſhip's Bonds for Int reſt 8 ſake. 


Thus c ery Aſpect did diſplay 
An Ayre agreeable to the Day, 


And 


W 
And ſhow'd that each poſſeſs d a Soul, 
That could contend as well as pole, 
And bravely fight upon Occaſion, 
Lo back the Int reſt of the Nation. 


Thus like a Regiment of ſtrong 
And warlike Horſe they march d along, 

mn Rank and File, as if they d been 
Well fill d in Martial Diſcipline, 

And chat they now, like Men of Mettle, 
were moving to the Field of Battle, 
In order to decide the Matter, 
Inſtead of Vates, * Blood and Slaughter. | 


A Brewer next in Pomp appear'd, 
Behind a neighb'ring Body-guard, 
The Firſt a very famous Rattle, 

ö That bullies much, but hates to battle, 
vet we allow that eery Day | 
He lives, he's free to dye for Pay, 


Not 


C7” 
Not that the Hero 18 3 Soldier, 
Tho, out of Danger, no Man bolder, 
But one, who, tho' of Death fo ſhy, 


Yet dyes to live, and lives to dye. 


The next was of a Spaniel Nature, 
Whoſe Buſineſs lies by Land and Water, 
A Man that deals in Wharfs and Cranes, 

And gathers Wealth by others Pains, 

A Trade that firſt taught filly Rogues 
To fun in Wheels like Turnſpit-Dops, | 
And there, like Gally-Slaves, to ſweat, 

And liſten for the Word, Ser, Set ; 
No mortal Man among the Saints, HAS 
More fam'd for Querpoes and for Quaints, 
His formal Dreſs and ſtiff Deportment 
Are both of the fanatick Sortment, 
He always gracing what he ſays, 
With Hums and Ha's, or Ekes and Ayes, 


As 


(16 ) 
As if in theſe Religious Times, | 
He hop'd to ſanRify his Crimes, 
By robbing Hopkins of his Rhymes. 


From oer the Hills and far away, 
Is one that does increaſe his Pounds, 
By dabling much in Blood and Wounds ; 


= Surgeons perhaps there may be greater, 


5 


The Third that came, as People ſay, 


But no Man knows the Crinkums bettet, 


And if he's call d to undertake 


= A Female Patient, tho a Crack, 


Before hes paid, he will be bound 
: To prove by Trial that ſhe's ſound : 3 


Therefore ne er wants a double Share 


| Of Buſineſs with the trading Fair, 


Sometimes his Pride will ſtoop ſo low, 


As Broken-Heads, Cut-Thumbs, or ſo, 


But then he cures all ſuch Diſaſters, 
As faſt as he can ſpread his Plaſters; 
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But, notwithſtanding all his Skill, 

To make himſelf more famous till, 

He adds the Buſineſs of a Jockey, 

To that of patching up the Pocky ; 

. 80 that if any Friend by chance, . 

_ Has brought 2 running Nag from France, a 
Hell take away that fiery Racer, 
And ſell him a good Engliſh Pacer. 

To theſe ill coup! d Trades he joins | 

A third, but all of diffrent kinda; 

His next Pretence, tho' ſomethin g ſtrange, 

= Broking on the Old Exchange, 

Where, neither crafty Fews, or Gentiles, 

Church-Tories, or the Sons of Pantiles, 

Can exerciſe, in trading Caſes, 


STS 


More Stratagems, or ſly Fineſſes : 3 


Therefore, as cunning Dealers know, 


Two Strings are proper to one Bow, 


(18) 
| He that takes caution to have three, 


Seems by his over · care to be 
Stock d with more Craft, than Probity. 


| The Fourth 2 Calleniſt of F ame, 
Well known by th Colour of his Name, 
As alſo by the Serpent's Tongue, 
Which in his fiery Mouth is hung, 
For when the reſtleſs Member ſpeaks 
Of Churches, Crowns, or Politicks, 
He blends more Poyſon with his Words 
Than his deſtructive Shop affords, 
And does more envious Rage diſcover, 
Than cer was broach d by ſlighted Lover; 
No Whig of Inrreſt in the State, 
Can with more Spight or Rancour bate 
The Man that durſt to ſpeak in Praiſe 
Of former Kings, or former Days, 
Nor will the ſoundeſt Truths prevail 
Againſt his canker'd lying Zeal, 


(19) 

Or Reaſon, with its utmoſt Force, 
Evince what he imbib d at Nurſe, 
But ſtill ſupports, with Heat and Paſſion, 
Ihe Prejudice of Education: 

And thus reſolves, in ſpight of Truth, 
To hug the Errors of his Youth, 
And die with Breaſt- Milk in his Mouth. I 
Thug earl frighted with old Stories Y 
Of Raw-heads, B loody-bones and Fairies, 
Men ſuffer oft their childiſh Fears 
7p yu their * Tears. 


The Fifth is of fo vile a Nature, 


His greateſt Virtues are a Satyr, 


1 would no leſs than Vices ſeem 
| In cery Profligate but him, 
Won Blaſphemy ſo far ſurpaſſes | 
All Rakehel's of a lower Claſſir, 


That &ery little Sin, that he 
Commits, appears like Modeſty, 
| 0 
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If but compar'd to ſome Offences, 
Wherein he gratifies his Seriſes, 
Foul Language 1 is with him as common, 
As Scolding to an Oyſter-Woman, 
And from him Oaths i in clafters flip, 
Like Flatt'ries from a Courtier s Lip, 
Yet ſeldom ſwears, but ſwears awry, 0 
That 1 is, to juſtify a Lye, 
Or, vice verſa, ſtains his Mouth 
With Oaths, to falſify the Truth, 

As if it was his ſole delight, 
: To make Right Wrong and Falſhood Right; 
Nor is there any way to know 


The Truth of what he does avow, 


== to believe the quite reverſe. 


Of eery thing he ſays i or ſwears ; 5 | 
For when he undertakes a Story, 


And aims to lay down Faqt before ye, 
He utters Truth the ſelf-ſame 1 way 
That Conjurers and Witches pray, 


wm 
And muſt be backwards underſtood, 
If he means any thing that's god. 
S800 Optiok Glaſſes mavyag d right, 
Give great Improvements to our fols, 


But the wrong way if we apply em, 
Our Eye: are but confounded by en. = 


The Sixth is one that fcrapes and cobbles 
A Living but of Hops and Bubbles, 
Both bitter, tho' the laſt is curſt, 
As more deſtructive than the firſt; 

By which our Hero, once a Songſter, 
And Puppit- Dancer, when a Youngſter, 
With other Tricks behind the Curtain, 
Has rais'd at length a pritty Fortune; 
Forgetting, that in Times of Lore, 
When Dad and Mam were ſpecial poor, 

5 They us d to ſtrole thro” Wind and Weather, 
And beat the Alpe Roads together, 


With 
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With a fine Pu ppit- Show, to tickle 


The Humours of the Country People, 
And pleaſe each merry Dame and Fellow 
With Butterfly and Puncheonella. 

At other Times our young Cantator = 
 Strold as a chanting Ambulator, 


To diſtant Fairs and Market Towns, 
And there among the Rural Clowns, 


Old Gammars and young gigling Wenches, 


Sung ſmutty Songs on Alehouſe Benches, 


For Bread and Cheeſe, and now and then 
A Penny, from a Nymph or Swain, 
Which, like a dutiful young Knave, 


At Night he to his Parents gave, 


Or, elſe they ſhook the Youngſter's Breeches, 
Suſpecling he conceal'd his Riches, = 
But now the Caſe is alter d much, 

And Time has ſtiffd the Reproach, 


For he that us d to ſweetly ſing, 


And pleaſe the Maids like any thing, 
| _—as 
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On this Occafion rode with Sword 
And Piſtol, like a Petty Lord, 
His Horſe ſo richly dreſsd, and he 
So full of Ayre and Gallantry, 


That none would gueſs, he ever follow'd 
= A Puppit-Show, or ſung a Ballad. 


But 'tis no Wonder, Men of late 
Should riſe from ſuch an bumble State, 
Since Numbers into Coaches fart, 


Whoſe Crimes — merited a Cart. 


Theſe al were mounted for the Day, 
. On Horſes fit to drag a Dray, 
| Strong Jades, that with a hearty Will, 
Could pull a Load of Stout up Hill, 
Tho now adorn d to make a Show, 
With Trappings fit to mount a Beau, 
Let march d before the Brewer' 8 race, 


In ſuch a | grave and ſolemn Pace, 


As 


( 24 ) 
As if 'twas fancy d by each Horſe, 
He felt ten Batrels at his Arſe, 
The Riders, fearing to be harm d, 
Were all with Sword and Piſtol amd, 
| To awe' the Mob, and fright away 
The naughty Boys and Girls from play, 
Who cryd aloud, No P n F . 
| Br P—s, or — N-r—s, 
|. No L=—mwch Be, oS—bDod&—s, 
1 No C- t—s, 10 S—m P—t, P---t---s, 
5 Down with the Rump, no H. and G=-s, 
But Men of P—b—y and Bos 
Thus, when the Sons of Satan quit 
Their Allies, and i in Streets unite, | 
The beſt ſometimes cannot eſcape 
The Inſults of the ſaucy Frape, 
| Amidſt the Mob the Squire advanc'd 
Upon a Steed that nobly pranc d, 
Proudly attended, be it known, 
By many Footmen, not his own, 
3 


Io all the Croud, whoſe Fools they were; 


1 Projected, as they ſat a Straddle, 
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Whoſe painted Jackets did declare 


Borrow d that Day, to aggrandize 

"-- Tha Show, and pleaſe the People's Eyes; 
In hopes the Mob, thoſe erring Judges, 
Would take the Train for Brewer's Drudges; 

And think what Lacqueys did appear, 
Were all the Froth of Ale and Beer. 
So Mounzebanks that role from bome, 
To gull the Counties where they roam, 

= Delude the Croud by outward Splendor; 
And falſe Appearances of Grandure. 


Behind th' Squire a ſwanking Troop 
Of Vi&ers, came in order up, . 
Whoſe dropſick Guts, b'ing over tallow 4 
With fattening Hogwaſh they had ſwallow; 


Full half a Yard beyond the Saddle, 


(26) 
Their great fat Arſes hanging oer 
Behind, as did their Guts before, 
Some nodding as they rode, ſome winking, 
Oercome with Lethargies by Drinking, 
Whilſt others puff d and blow'd for Eaſe, 
Like Crampoſes in ſtormy Seas, : 
Each riding cloſe unto his Brother, 
| That one fat Squab might prop another. 
So my Lord May r, when cer he nount: 
Hie Palfrey, upon grand Accoums, 
Has always Heralds to ſupport him, 
For fear bis Horſe ſhould fall and hurt him. 


Draymen, among this heavy ars d 
Tunbelly'd4 Troop, were interſpers d, 
Whoſe blubber Cheeks, by drinking ſwell'd, 

A ſounding Trumpeters excell'd, 
And Lips ſeem d harden d into Horn, 
By Pipes they d ſmoak d, & Oaths they d ſworn, 


(27) 

Their Bodies of a Looby Stature, 
Beyond the common growth of Nature, 
Appear d, as if they d ſtretch d their Guts 

To Cellars, or at leaſt to Buts, 
By guzzling, to promote the Sale 
Ot bitter Beer and muddy Ala: | 
The Beaſts that bore their pondrous Arles, {2 
Seem'd rather Elephants than Horſes, 
And the huge Sots they did ſuſtain, 
Look'd more like Caſtles, than like Men. 
Juſt ſuch as made a cbreatni no Show 
t Perſian Armies long ago, 


When lazy Monarchs fought in Char ots, 


And common Slaves pent up in Turrets, - 


 Threw Jau ling from their moving Garrets. 


The reſt that march'd in Pomp along, 
Were ſuch an in mix d mottl d Throng, 
That look d like old Tuiſco s Rabble, 
When firſt confus dly led from Babel; 
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Some 
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Some Horſemen booted, but without | 


A Spur, ſome ſpurr'd without a Boot, 
Others were ſuch ungainly Curs, 
They rode with neither Boots nor Spurs, 
And wanting Whips to flog their prancers, 
| Had Oaken Plants like Country Grandfirs, 
Which oft they brandiſh'd, and with Shouts, | 
Proclaim d themſelves true Engliſb Brutes. 


Among this ſtrange promiſcuous Crew, 


Scarce worthy of a Poet's View, 


Two Southwark Butchers chanc'd to ride, 
Both Beaus, and famous for their Pride, 

Bob Perriwigs they ſcorn'd to wear, : 
Tho made of the moſt coſtly Hair, 


But muſt like Quality adorn 


| Their empty Noddles, cloſely ſhorn, 


With light Tye Wigs that coſt the Ninnies, 
No leſs than ten or fifteen Guineas ; 


Whence I conceive, if I gueſs right, 
Their Heads or or Weights muſt nne 
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Elſe they would think Tye Wigs and Beavers, 
Sute ill with Choppers, Steels and Cleavers, 


And fit upon a Butcher's Brow, 
| Like a rich Saddle on a S; 
Nor does their Pride alone appear 
In Wigs and Hats the Blockheads wear, 


But in their charming coſtly Linnen, 


Too good for them to work, or fin in, 
Fine Cambrick Holand, dazling white, 
Fit only for a Wedding Night, 


W hen Bride and Bridegroom may compare : 
Their Skins, as well as Shifts they wear: 


Nor do theſe La aniarian Beaus 

Stop here, as all the Borough knows, 
Bur farbilo their common Shirts 
With Laces, which, as Fame reports, 
Muſt coſt three pounds a Yard, or more, 


If bought of neither Thief nor Whore * 


Rare Ornaments, to grace the Cry 
Of what d ye want, Sir, what d ye buy, 


_ -” Ho 
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Fat Beef, or Veal, fine Lan, or Mutton, 
As good as ever Hands were put on, 
There's a rich Sirloin, Maſter Hall, 
Nat great coarſe Meat, nor yet too ſmall, 
Move you old Hag, you blind my Stall. 


| Theſe are fine Fellows, fit to ſtrole 
To An or H. ockley Hole, 
In coſtly Holland Shirts, and there 
To let go Dogs at Bull or Bear, 
And arch their ſturdy Backs half round, 
To ſave poor Brinale from the Ground. 
Therefore, ſince Butchers can appear 


In Linnen, fit for Lords to wear, 
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It ſpeaks their Pride, and ſhows us, even 


The World is very fleſhly given, 


Or Gain that from their Buſineſs flows, 


Could not turn Butchers into Beaus, 


And make em change their grealy Hair 


For Wigs, the proudeſt Fop may wear, 


Be- 


(31) 
Betwixt thefe two a certain Bride, 
Her F avours freely does divide, 
But when ſhe grants to one blew Brother 
The Freedoms only due to t'other, 
| She has the Grace, at leaſt the Pride, 
To turn her Feather-bed afide, 
Becauſe it never ſhould be ſaid, 
She cer defird her Marriage Bed. 


' Thus Wives that make adult rous Leagues „ 


And manage well their vile Intrigues, 
If tar d, by ſome evaſiue Oath 
Aﬀfirm, they never broke their Troth, 
And even, whilſt they re acting evil, 
Study new Ways to cheat the Devil. 


Among the reſt, damn d Sarab's Spouſe 


Prick'd up his forked beetle Brows, 
Endeav'ring by a ſham Grimmace 
To hide the in his Face. 
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But all in vain, for ev'ry Eye 
May there behold his Deſtiny, 

And by his Features underſtand, 
Hell never drown, but die by Land, 
For if his Neck in danger ſtands, 

That breaks the eighth of God's Commands, 
What Man with Safety can be bleſt, 
: That breaks the eighth and all the reſt? * 
This precious Mortal was imploy d, 


To mount all ſuch as pleas d to ride 
On hireling Horſes, to proclaim, 
; Thro' dirty Streets, their Brewer' 3 Fame, ” 
And teach the Mob to hallow forth 
Their Candidate' 8 fi&itious Worth, 
EG did the factious Croud long ſince, 
Who'n Malice to their Sov'reign Prince, 
| Crydupthe Rump gainſt ChurchandCrown, = 
Till glad at laſt to cry it down. | as 
For who that's to Obedience head 
Can bear the Arſe above the Head, 


— 
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| Beſides, all Rumps will grow too ſtrong, 
And link, if they are kept too long. 


Who then would chuſe that Rump once more, 


That ſat too many Tears by four. 


I The next good Work, this Bully Scrub, 
Engag d in with the Sout hark Mob, 


x Was, by dark Meaſures, to procure 


Their Polls, for his Septennial Brewer, 
Among ſuch Wretches, as would ſell 
Their Country for a Cup of Ale, 

Or promiſe their precaridus Votes, 

For petty Bribes, and drunken Bouts. 

Such ſtupid Miſcreants, as think 
All Happineſs conſiſts in Drink, 

Mill therefore of the Man approve, 
That gives em moſt of what they love : 
And thus, upon the Days of Choice, 

When drunk, and mad, and full of noiſe, 
They mount their crippl d Roans and * 


Elections turn to drunken Quarrels, 


And chuſe their Members by their Barrels. 


Tis true, ſome Gentlemen appear d, 
To grace the ſcoundrel mottl'd Herd, 
But look d, as if abaſh'd, to find 
Themſelves with ſuch a Rabble join d: 
Pray, therefore, take 'em not together, 
As Birds, that were of all one Feather, 
Becauſe they ſeem d a Comprehenſion 
Of all Opinions, Roſs does mention; 
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Yet join'd to ferve the brewing Squite, 
e ede to his Heart's Deſire, 
Having two cogent Reaſons for t, 
Firſt, for his Uſefulneſs at Court; 
And, Secondly, becauſe they knew 
He was a South Director too. 
Thus Whig and Tory will unite, 
To gratify their Love or Spigbr, 
And can diſſerve, or ſerve a Cauſe, 
According as their Int reſt draws. 
Theſe we thall leave in Rank and F ile, 
Poſſeſsd of Old St. Marg'ret's Hill, 
I here for the Bailiff of the Borough, 
To view em as he marches thorow. 


The laſt, whoſe choſen Numbers made 
A bold Poon Cavalcade, 


 Crown'd, with himſelf, and his Adherents, 


The whole electorat Appearance. 

No Alley Scrubs on Hackney Jades, 
No Minters, Sots, or Bully Blades, 
No old fanatical Pawn Brukers, 


No Vict'lers, Tubmen, Draymen, Stoakers, 


' Whole Wives, to pleaſe a Brewing Brother, 
Can ſtretch one Hole within another. 
No ſwearing Clarks, or Puppit-Show-men, 
No Jockey Prigs, or Kent/treet Broom-men, 
No ttiff-neck'd Quaker to controul 
Ihe Voter:, when they came to yall, 

A Man of Paper, but no — 
Choſe only to inſult his Betters, 


A 
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A rude i imperious forward Saint, 
Proud of Formality and Cant, 
Whoſe Broad-brim'd Hat, of late was teen 
Converted to a uſeful Skreen, 
That Matters might be carried on 
By'cunning Arts, diſcern'd by none 
But ſuch good Men, who, tho they look 
Like ien and will not ſwear by Book, 
Let are ſo giv'n to fallifying, . 
They'll loſe no Cauſe for want of Lying. 
No awkward Horſemen here appear d 
On ſcrooby Tits, like Aſſes ear d, 
No Enemies to Church or Nation, 
But Men of Figure and of Faſhion, 
True Lovers of their native Soil, 
Haters of every thing that's vile, 
Friends to Religion, Honour, Vertue, 
And e ery Power that does not hurt you, 
All nobly mounted on their own 
' Fine Steeds, and fit to guard a Throne, 
A Credit to their worthy Friend, 
Whoſe Merits do themſelves commend, 
And need no Art to ſet em forth, 
For Flatt'ry would debaſe their Worth. 

As ſhould we gil a precious Stone, 

No ſooner is the Gold laid on, 
But by our vain and fruitleſs Aim 

To add more Riches ti the Gem, 

We wrong the Luſtre that it bore, 

And darken what was bright before. 
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The Magottorian Foot and Horſe, 
Superior to the reft in Force, 
By this Time having march d their Rounds, 
In order to ſurvey their Bounds, 
Determin'd now to penetrate 
Into Al/atia, that free State, 
But cloſely meeting unawares 
The Knight and all his Curaſiers. * 
A mighty Conflict ſoon aroſe 
Between the joſtling ſtubborn Foes, 
Who fought full Ankle deep in Mud 
And Minters Dung, inſtead of Blood. 
Till with their Feet, the Dirt they ſtood i in, 
Was maſh'd into a Haſty-Pudding, 
Yet nothing heard but thundring Oaths, 
And hollow Sounds of Knocks Ar Blows, 
Till the puiſſant Knight, by dint 
Of Dirt, being pelted thro' the Mint, 
The Mag pottorians gain d the Paſs, 
And gave the routed Army Chaſe, 
Who by the Help of nimble Heels, 
Retreated to the Neighb'ring Fields, 
Where Numbers, to their Comfort found 
They d dirty Dabs, but ſcarce a Wound, 
'Tho' many, to the Knight's Diſmay, 
Were loſt, that is, were run away; 
However, hoping for Recruits 
Among the Kentſtreet ſquabbling Brutes, 


le took a Tour thro' Blackman-ftreet, 


Near which, once more he chanc' 5 to meet 


acts. 


+ Firemen with Steel Cups on, 


The 


e 
The Magottorian Troops, whoſe Pow'r 
The Knight had felt but juſt before, 
And here, from the Superior Foe, 
Suſtain d a ſecond Overthrow, 
Quite loſing, in this laſt Defeat, 
The Honour of a ſafe Retreat, 
And therefore by his routed Hoſt, 
Was thought unequal to his Poſt, 
And no ways quallify'd, or able, 
Like Captain Tom, to lead a Rabbles 
His Banner which the Motto bore 
Of CHURCH and TRADE but juſt before, 
Was now defac'd with Mud and Dirt, 
And made the Common Peoples Sport: 
An Emblem that too plainly ſhows = 
The Treatment both have had from Foes, 
And that thoſe politick Pretenders, 
Who would be thought their great Defenders, 
Behind the Skreen obſtruct their Growth, 
And make their Markets of em both. 
So Rebels once purſii d their Game, 
Tt h King and Parliament's good Name, 
But when aſpir d above the Crown, 


| Their Buſmeſs was to pull both down. 


The Victors having put the Knight, 
And all his dirty Troops to Flight, 


And thus a ſecond Time ſubdu'd 


Their Foes, without the Lofs of Blood, 
Now march'd uninterrupted, thorough 
 Ren:fireer into the crowded Borough, 


Where 


8 
Where all the Ruſbian Party lin d 
The Street, and complementing 8 
The Col'nel's Troops, as moving on, 
Commanded by his active Son, 
To whoſe good Conduct in the Quarrel, 
His truſty Followers ow'd the Laurel., 
As Honours won by Sea or. Land, 0 
Are due to no inferior Hand, 0 
But him that bears the chief Command. 


Ĩ be Vidors this in ſolemn Pomp 
March d forward, crying, Down the Rump, 
The Van-Guard pointing out their Way. 

To th' Hill, where the Halſetians lay, 

Then turning to the left, when near, 

They made a Feint, as if thro F ear, 

Abd thus obtain'd a Paſs behind 

The Foe, by vertue of a blind, 

And by this well deſignd F ineſs, 

Inclos'd their thoughtleſs Enemies, 

Then rufh'd with mighty Farce upon 'em, 

| And at one daring Puſh o er- run em, 
 Unhors'd the Squire amidſt the Fray, 

And made his Brewhouſe-Guards give way, 
His Draymen, from their Horſes thrown, | po 
Did into Vict'lers Cellars run, . _= 

And hid their huge ſhort- winded Guts = 

Behind the Barrels, Fats and Butts, 

His routed Hop-men, being crafty, 

Fled to Inn Warehouſes for Safety, 

And fkreen'd themſelves from Danger there, 

Among their Bags of Farnam Ware: 

| His 
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His Backmen, overthrown by Force, 
Jo the next Brewhouſe had recourſe, 
And there conceal'd their batter'd Bones 
From further Thumps of Sticks and Stones; 
His Stoakers fled, in this Diſaſter, 
Toth' Hole where once they found theirMaſter 
And there fecur d their empty Noddles _ 
From knock- down Blows and dirty Puddles. 
Thus eery Soul was glad to fly 
To ſome. good Place of Refuge nigh, 
Leaving cheir frighted Steeds adrift, 
That Man and Beaſt alike might fhift; 
Saving one Hero, nobly mounted, 
The boldeſt of the Troop accounted, 
Who made a Figure like a Lord, | 
_ Arm'd with his Piſtols and his Sword, 
And he, as ſoon as e er he found 
- Ie Danger, caring for no Wound, 
Rode off with all the ſpeedy Force 
He could, to ſave both Man and Horſe, 
| Believing, whilſt he ſpurr'd the Brute, 
That Thouſands were in cloſe Purſuit, 
Till at a Diſtance, growing bolder, 
He glanc'd an Eye athwart his Shoulder, 
And finding that he was not hunted, 
He ſtop'd, and fac'd about undaunted, 
Drawing his Sword, when out of Danger, 
Then damn'd his Wife to eery Stranger, 
By whom he ſwore head been diſſwaded 
Fi rom riding with his Piſtols loaded, 
Or, Blood and Thunder, he'd have driven 
The ſaucy Dogs to Hell, or Heaven. 
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Amidſt 


TP) 
Amidſt this raving Fit of Folly, 
We'll leave this Souchwark dying Bully 
To boaft his Courage, blame his Wife, 
And act the Coward to the Life. _ 
Thus Freemen oft with Clubs and Staues, 
Contend like Rebels to be Slaves, 
And ſquabble in their Cups, for thoſe 
| That are the Nations greateſt Foes : 
What tho this Man, or that excels, . 
In ſhining Numbers at his Heels, 
Perhaps his Grandure may be owing 
To Miſchiefs he bas long been brewing. 
= Friends, pray, therefore, learn to know, } 
That outward Pamp and noiſy Show, : 
Are but to gull the Croud below. 
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ADVERTISEMENT: 


'F any Gentlemen, or others, have the Curi- 

| olity to take a merry Cup with my honeſt 

Cherub, they may find him at his Houſe, the Sign 

of the Lamb and Crows in Long Alley, near Muor- 

fields; where they may be kindly welcome to a 
| Bowl of excellent Punch, the beſt of Malt Li- 

quors, and a very good Billiard Table for Di- 


of 


verſion. 


THE 


Pariſh Gutters: : 


OR, 
The Homouns of a 


£ 1 ** 


Sele Veltry 


5 When Pariſh Taxes ſhall be well apply d, 
Ad V eftries lay their coſtly Feaſts afide ; 


| And be accounted Gutt ling Knaves no more. 
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| Then ſhall Church Ward'ns deal juſtly by the Poor, | 
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Pariſh Guttlers- 


o R, ru 


Honours of a Select 7 tr. 


DD Nations oe by cunning Knaves, 


Are made conſenting Fools and 
Slaves, | 


And tempted by delufive Arts, 


To wrong themſelves, with willing Hearts, | 
Till Poverty creeps on at laſt, 
And minds them of their Follies paſt, 


: Who then too late behold the Craft 


And Fraud of thoſe they ve rais'd aloft. 
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(4) 
So Veſtries that are ſtil'd Seled, 
Whom many blame, but few reſpect, 
Old {urly Sots and greedy Hounds, 
' Whoſe Wiſdom lies in Pence and Pounds, 


Oer injur'd Pariſhes preſide, 
| And all their ſuff ring Neighbours ride, 
Oppreſs the Humble, wrong the Poor, 
And half the Pariſh Dues devour, : 
Feaſt their own Guts, like brawny Boars, 
And ſtarve their hungry Penſioners, 
F requent the Taverns Night and Day, 
And live in Pomp on Pariſh Pay, 
Surfeit with Sauſages and Fowls, 
And drown their poor neglected Souls 
I coſtly Wines, which few can drink, 
But thoſe that deal in publick Chink. 
Nor are they thus content, alone, | 
To guzzle down what's not their own, 
But mend their F ortunes, which is worſe, 


By tamp ring with the Pariſh Purſe, 


EP 
If Peggy, Betty, Nanny, Kather'n, 
Or any tallow-fac'd young Slattern, 
That pines at Heart and grieves in Thought, 
For want of knowing what is what, 
If her old Father's Shop or Stall 
Stands but without the City Wall, 

When he's Church-Ward'n, ſhe need not fear 
A Huſband in that joyful Year, 
And if a Dowry with his Daughter 

Be wanting, to cement the Matter, 

He'll raiſe a Bag and richly cloath her, 

By ſome damn'd Over-Rate or other. 
Nah! grind the Poor behind the Curtain, 
Rather than not advance a'Fortune. 
And thus by Rogu'ry and Extortion, 

Make the whole Pariſh pay the Portion, 
So Bakers think it no Colluſion, 
To raiſe, by wy of Contribution, 
A Sunday's Pudding, by partaking 
Of een one that's brought to baking. 
2 Frog 


(6) 


From Gen'rals, which my ſporting Muſe 


Does only as a Proem uſe, 
She now deſcends ro ſtand the Bears, 
And ſing of late Particulars, 
That Fact may in ſome meaſure ſhew : 
Her former Allegations true, 
And Par iſhes may ſee their Rulers 
Diſplay'd in their Cameleon Colours, 7 
Who, Proteus-like, can change their — 
| To Lyons, Aſſes, Wolves, or Apes, 
And for their Int reſt and their Eaſe, 
” Imploy two diff rent Conſciences, 
One very large, to rob the Spittle, 
The other very dark and little, 
The moſt capacious, to be ſure, 
They uſe when they defraud the Poor, 
Becauſe they never think, in ſuch 
Affairs, they ſerve themſelves too much, 
The ſame good Conſcience gives Directions 
In all Aiſeſſnents and Ot, 


And 


T7 —- 
And dictates what they ought to do, 


In Veſtry and in Tavern too. 


In Adds of Friendſhip or Compaſſion, 
Or Works that merit Commendation, 
In helping Widows in Diſtreſs, 
Or Orphans in 2 wretched Caſe, 
In ſerving God or being Juſt 


To thoſe for whom they are in truſt, 


Then little Conſcience does appear 
And gives the Rule by which they ſteer. 
Let wiſe and honeſt Men deride em, 
Tho they ve two Conſciences to guide bn | 
Becauſe their Actions ſhow, in troth, 
One good one's richly worth em both. 
As Spaniards with ro W. 2apons ſwas ger, 


A huge long Sword and little Dagger, 


Mich which they guard themſelves /rom danger, 3 2 


Bur often wound the peaceful Stranger. | 


Thur 


— 


To) 

So yeſty Bullies, when they pleaſe, 
Miſuſe their double Conſeiences, 

Secure rhemſelves, and Knever that love * em, 


. But injure thoſe that di Yapprove em. 


As modeſt Dames with baſhful F aces, | 
When fore d to ſpeak in bawdy Caſes, 
Make twenty Shuffles to evade 


= Paw Words, which muſt at laſt be id, 


80 my poor filly ſhamefac nad 
Now here Subpana 4 to accuſe 


A pack of Sots and Capon-eaters, 
Of many Crimes, before their Betters, 


Seems backward to expoſe their Fallings, 


As if avers d to publick Railings. 
However, fince ſhe muſt declare 

The Knav ries of this grand Affair, 

: She hopes, unblam'd, to ſay or ſing 
The Truth. And ſo, God ſave the King. 
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To all wife Men of. London Town, 
And grave old Dunces, be it known, 
Without that: Gate that bears the Title 
Of Rev'rend — leading to the Spittle, 


There lies an ancient ill-pavd, hobbling | 
Out Pariſh, fam'd of late for ſquabbling, | 
Which has more Courts and Allies in it, 
Than I could name by this day ſennit, 


Stuff d with ſuch people and ſuch Matter, 
That would diſgrace the loweſt Satyr. 


Not but each open Street abounds 
| With Men of Senſe and Men of Pounds, 
But Goſſips, Trulls, and Marſhal's Baili's, 
Affect to dwell in Nooks and Allis, 
As Owls and other Birds of Night, 
In Barns and hollow Trees delight. 
This ancient, Pariſh partly nam d 
Before, for preſent Diſcord fam'd, 
Is wiſely goverind by the Maſtry 
Of thoſe tizat call themſelves a Yeſiry, 
5 3 heir 


(10) 
Their Number, by their own Accounts, 0 
To about Twenty fix amounts; AE 
A ſmall Detachment out of which, 
More fly, more crafty, and more rich, 
Govern the reſt by Tavern Treats, 
And thus they carry on their Cheats. 
So Stateſmen make whole Nations fools, 
When an and Noes become cheir Tools. 


But whence 3 1 Veſtries, call'd 
- Select, derive the Pow'r they hold, 8 
Like many others, I'm inclin d 
Io think, is difficult to find, 
Tho, I confeſs, the moſt conciſe 


Account I ever heard is this. 


A certain Goldſmith highly vex'd, 
To find himſelf un juſtly taxd, 
Did to the Pariſh Dons complain, 
Eut could no Remedy obtain, 


— 
Which caus d him, in a ſcoffing Paſſion, 
To vent the following Exclamation. 


Have I, ye Scrubs, for Tears untold, 
5 Sterling dealt, and Standard Gold, 
Made Silver Tankards for your Vic lers, 

And Spoons and Salts for Pariſh Gut lers, 
Sold maſſy Bowls to grace your Houſes, 

And Tea-Pors to oblige your Spouſes ; 

Furniſb d your Daughters, patch d and painted, 
With precious Stones, thoſe Toys they wanted, 
And to their prouder Mothers ſold- 

Gilt Watches, that bave paſs d for Gold, 
Adorn d their Ears with Rings that ür 
7 ue been into their Noſes pur, 

And done to pratify your Pride, 

A Thouſand uſeful things beſide ; 

And muſt I now, ye Gut ling Crew, 

Be thus impos d upon by you ? 

From whence do you derive, God bleſs us! 


The Power to injure and oppreſs us, 


33 | Who 


"T4% 7 

Who conjur d up that. Pariſh Sect, 
A modern Veſtry, call'd Select, 

An oli Rebellious Name — of late 
Reviv'd, that ſtinks of Forty Eight, 
Of all Taxmaſters you're the worſt, 
A Pact of Tyrants, who were firſt 


Ciofe by the Devil, your Eldeſt Brother, 


And now you all chooſe one another. 


So fare ye well, I'll curb my Tongue, 


But pray remember whence ye ſprung. 


Demetrius being now withdrawn, 
And Veſtry glad to find him gone, 

A grave old Hunx, on this Occaſion, 
Began the following wile Orat ion. | 
Brethren, I ſay, on t other hand, 

Ic may be, you miſunderſtand 
Tobe bitter Wards this Man has utter'd, 


Or if you do not, Tl be butter d; 


_ but 


( 13) 
But let me ſee, where am I pot © 
3 ſay, that is, 1 vow Im ous, 

Good Brethren, help me in a little, 
T know his meaning to a tittle ; 
Pray hear me, Sire, Tue ſpoke before 
Lord May rs, a dozen times, or more, 
Nay, Judges too in days of Tore. 

But many Words will never fill 

A Babel, I remember ftill, 
And therefore, to be ſhort and plain, 
Muſt tell you, that this angry Man 
Ts . he does not drink and eat | 
His Share of &ery Pariſh Treat, . 
He means nat to affront or wrong us, 
But only wants to be 3 us, 
And thinks, becauſe we. don invite him - 
To cer Banquet, that we ſlight him ʒ 
Therefore, in ny Opmion, el 5 . 


My honeſt Brethren, ler me tell ye, 


(14 ) 
| The way to flop bis clam ring he, 
Ireen to make bim one of us; 
Obſerve me, when a Member rails 
Againſt the Court, be ſeldom fails 
of ſome Prefermems, that prevents 
His further noiſy Diſcontents ; 3 ü 
And when bis Mouth's once ſtop d with Riches, | 
Farewel to all bis biting Speeches ; 5 
Therefore take my Advice, you ll find 
Z Our Neighbour ſoon will change his Mind, 


This florid pertinent Oration, 

| Tho ſpoke with no ſmall Hefitation, 
Prevail'd ſo greatly with the reſt, 

That the whole Veſtry acquieſsdd 

In his Opinion, and agreed 


To chooſe, with all convenient ſpeed, 


Demetrius, knowing no Man fitter 


Jo be inſtall E! a Capon Eater, | 


Wha 


Who when Elected to the Sweets 

Of all their coſtly Pariſh Treats, 

Drew in his Horns, when thus betriended, 
And ſo the mighty Quarrel ended. 

But finding now himſelf exalted 

Above each other Neighbour dolted, 

And growing proud of his Admiſſion 

Into this Pariſh Inquifition, | 
Was aſk d by a familiar Friend, 


What Notions now he entertain d 
Of that Aſſembly, which had been 
So long the Object of his Spleen. | 

5 Demetrius, with a ſhaking Head, 


Reply'd, Ab! Neighbour, what I ſaid 
Before 1 knew them, I confeſs, 


Was but à wrong illnatur d Gueſs, 


Town 1 chought * em then a Crew 


07 rricking, cheating Knaves, 'tis true, 
But nom T fit and vote among em, 


5 Tbe Lord ſb that T ſhould wrong em, 


I find 
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T find em, as I hope to thrive, 
The wort hy ſt Gentlemen alive; 
1 did not think there could haue been 
A Set of ſuch wiſe boneft Men, 
3 dare to ſwear they would not hurt 
A Worm that crawls upon the Dirt, 
Much leſs do any publick Wrong to 
The good old Pariſh they belong to. 


Hey dey reply d his Friend, 1 find 
Of late you've ſtrangely chang'd your Mind, 
It was but rotber day you nos d em, h 
And as a Pack of Knaves exposd em, — 
But now they've won your ge Acfection, 
They re all turn d Saints ſince your Soto. 
| Whence I conclude this muſt be true, 


| Tou've mended chem, or they ve ſpoil'd you. 


Demetrius anſwer'd, Let em be 
What e er they would, before they'd me, 


Tan 


| 


9 
I can ſincerely ſwear and vow, 


They're all good honeſt Mortals now. 


80 Stateſmen, out of nublick Truſt, 
Count others that are in, unjuſt ; 
But when themſelves are once embrac'd, 
And choſen in among the reſt, 
They often prove as great Tranſgreſſors, 


As thoſe that were their Predeceſſors. 


Nor are theſe Corm rants of the Pariſh, 
Content to guttle, ſwill, and cheriſh 


Their own 1mmod'rate Appetites, 


With coſtly Wines and dainty Bits; 

But the Church-Ward'n, when e'ery Sinner 
Has cramn'd his ſtretching Guts at Dinner, 
Muſt ſend the Remnants of each Gooſe, 


And other Fragments to his Houſe, 


Which ought to be at Tavern Door 
Diſpos d of to the hungry Poor, 
FL TT 


(18 ) 


Becauſe their Money often pays 


Th' Expence of thoſe devouring Days, 
And therefore, have undoubted Titles 
At Feaſts, to all their broken Vi&tals. 
Nah! if the Wretches had their due, , 
Should really fit at Table too; 
F or they, whoſe Money makes the Feaſt, 

Should have an ample Share at leaſt. 

But Slaves and Beggars always muſt 


Be wrong d by thoſe they re forc'd to truſt, 

In Hof pitals, it well endow | 

The Stewards all grow rich and proud, 
Whilſt the poor Penſioners are fed, 

With half their due of Fleſh and Bread, 


| Nah! puniſh d, if they ſcatter Words, 


| Becauſe their Servants are their Lords. 
: Our Pariſh Beadles, heretofore, 


Were Beggars, now they're Men in Pow'r, 
And, often by the Choice of F ools, 
Are made illit rate Conſtables, | 

= Who 


10 


For Int'reſt ſome, and ſome for Spight $ 
And as Church-Ward'ns direct their Mouths, 


- To ſtem the Laws, or puzzle all 
The Juſtices at Hick's Hall, 


|. The poor old Bawd, or guilty Knave, 


(19) 


Who with their mercenary Staves 


Prote& Night-walking Sluts and Knaves, 
For Bribes, and always are as ready 
Toppreſs che Honeſt and the Needy. | 
Thus ſome who wear the Pariſh Cloth, 


| Sworn Conſtables, and Beadles both, 
Shall make, by the Abuſe of Pow r, 


| A Hundred Pounds 2 Year, or more, 


And in the Pariſh take more Freedom, 


Than thoſe that pay to clothe and teed em, 


Can ſwear, forſwear, preſent, india, 


Can miſapply both Lyes and Truths, 


And by falſe Oaths convict, or lave 


And as their Palms are greas 'd, can make 
Th' Offender either white or black. 


C 2 Thefe 


Like Apes, in Hato and Jacket lac'd, 


That when the Pariſh Gluttons meet, 


Oer Pigs and Geeſe to ſwill and cat, 
Tom Gripe, in all his livry Pomp, 
May wait at Mr. Church-Ward'ns Rump, 
And let his Tun. Gut Maſter lee, 
What 'tis to dine like Quality; 
Befides, he is a uſeful Tool, 
' To flide away a good fat Fowl, 
Or Slice of Ven'fon, and a Bottle, 
To Mr. Church-Ward'n's Tittle Tattle ; 
"Who fits at home adorn'd, tho' old, 

With ſpreading Hoop and Chain of Gold, 
One monſtrous wide about her Placket, 
The other faſten'd by a Locket ; 

As if theſe Gugaws, which the Fair, 
Around their Tails and Necks do wear, 
Are only meant to let us know, 

Tho chain d above, they're looſe below: 
Thus 
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But ſcorn, like tame Italian Huſſies, 


Io padlock up their Tuzzy-Muzzies. 
For Britiſh Ladies will defend 


Be govern d, and enſlav'd by you, 
Than barrack d by the Lord knows, who. 


( 


Thus Engliſb Wives are for ſubmitting, 


To wear ſuch Lockets as are fitting, 


To ſuffer their croſs jealous Spouſes 


Their ancient Rights from End to End, 
And will not be deny'd the F reedom 


"> Ol Tongue, or Tail, when ere they need em. 


Tis true ſome Men have been too "II 


Of that dear Bleſſing, Liberty, 
And ſold their native Rights for leſs, 


Than hungry Eſau's dainty Mes : z 


Fair Madams, therefore, be no Slaves 


To felling Fools, or buying Knaves, = 
But wear the Breeches if you can, 


And tyrannize oer ally Man, 


Who ſure would, rather of the two, 


Reader, 


(22) 
Reader, excuſe this ſhort digreſſion, 
* orgiveneſs ſhould ſucceed Confeſſion. 
And now my careleſs Muſe, who thus 
Has been miſled by Pegaſus, 
Shall of the headſtrong Jade get maſt ry, 
And once more ſpur him to the Veſtry, 


Where merrily ſhe means to take 


A tranſient View, for Juſtice ſake, 


That by one Sett of Pariſh-Rulers, 5 
Well painted in their proper Colours, 
= The World may ſee how Fools are cheated, 
: By Knaves on upper Benches ſeated, 
Who of their Betters learn the way - 
To wrong the Poor as well as they, 
And if we carefully inſpe& 
One modern Veſtry, call'd Select, 
15 And give the Characters of thoſe | 
That lead the Pariſh by the Noſe, = 
The ſame may be apply d to all 
The veſtries round the City Wall : z 


(23) 
For Foxes will be Foxes ſtill, 
And prey on Geeſe, live where they will. 


| The firſt of this ſelected Crew, 
That ſtands expos'd to preſent View, 

Is an old hamm ring Sot that deals 

In Culinary Utenſils; 7 : 


. And to indulge us in our Sins, 


Sells Tavern Pots and Nipperkins, 
Huge Member-Mugs, call'd Looking glaſſes, 

| Not for our Faces, but our A-ſes ; % 

And uſeful Cloſet-Pans, deſign d 

To eaſe us when we re tooſe behind, 

Or when venereal Symptoms call us 

To Breakfaſt upon Pills or Bolus. 

Well may this cunning Fox grow rich, 

That furniſhes both Mouth and Breech, 
With ſuch Conveniences that neither 


Can well be deſtitute of either. 


Belides, - ö 


+ 
i 
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Beſides, like Alchymiſts of old, 


Tranſmutes baſe Metal into Gold, 


Or can to Silver turn a Jordan, 


| Which others buy to drop a T- d inʒ 
And this he does, his Foes muſt own, 
Without the Philoſophick Stone, 
| Which none but South-Sea, to our colt, 
Could ever find, but now tis loſt. 
One Excellency more does lodge in 
1 This old Rheumatical Curmudgeon, 
9 or tho he feels, in change of Weather, 
Th. effects of Vice and Age together, 


And hobbles when he creeps about, 


Like an old Stallion quite worn out; 


Yet he can ac 2 Comic Part, 


With ſo much Nature, mix'd with Art, 
That all Spectators who behold 
His Monkey Geſtures, now he's old, 


Muſt think he had been bred an Actor, 


Or Audrew to ſome German Doctor; 


For 
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For no Fack-Pudding, Playhouſe Fool, 
Or Pichl d. Herring, taught by Rule, 


Can move more Laughter, gain more Praiſe, 


Or from our beut rer win the Bays, 
Eſpecially when nicely dreſs d, 
In an old Beggar-Woman's Veſt, 
Whoſe Rags and Party-colour'd Patches, 
Should plead for ſuch diſtreſſed Wretches, 
Wich none but an unthinking Fool, 
Would turn to Sport and Ridicule. 
However, our wiſe Common-C— cil, 
Who drives all Mumpers from his Groundcil, 
Thinks it an excellence to play I: 
The Begging part as well as they; 8 
And therefore, at a publick Meeting, 
Thought it of late moſt wiſely fitting, 
Io dreſs himſelf in Rags and Tatters, 
Like one of theſe poor ancient Creatures, 
Whoſe humble Mein and piteous Tone, 
Their Cough, and now and then a Groad, | 
LS LR. 
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He mimick'd fo extreamly well, 
31 all allow'd him to excel 
The archeſt Fool or merry Fellow, 
That cer appear d in Red and Yellow : 
A Talent that might rightly ſquare 
With a young Rake or ftrolirg Play, 
But cant in reaſon be allow'd 
| AGift, to make an Elder proud, 
A Veſtry Don of great regard, 
And Common-Council i in his Ward, 
A grave old Hunx, that hopes to wear ; 
A Chain, and live to be Lord-May', | 
What! tho he did his Servant wed, 
And finely brought himſelf to Bed, 
ALord Chief Juſtice, to his Fame, 
Was once ſo wiſe to do the ſame. 
Therefore that Failing well excuſe, 
And leave him to his loving Spouſe, 
A Porters Relict, who can bear 


| More active Love than be can ſpare. 
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The next Caponian Fornicator, 


That claims a place in this dull Satyr, 
1s one that wears a Head almoſt 
As large as any Bull can boaſt, 
Whoſe ſpacious Mouth, when cer it opens 
At roaſted Sirloins, Geefe or rs 
Is fo extenſive that tis fit 
To gorge a Pound at e ery Bit 1 
Nor does his Belly ſhame his Face, 
But ſtruts with ſuch a Giant's grace, 
As if his Guts, for their relief, 
55 Were neer -without two Stone of Beef, 
| Beſide ſome Pounds of Sauſage | Links, 
And white-leg'd Fowls, to ſtop the Chinks, 
Waſh'd freely down, without all Queſtion, 
With Quarts of Claret, for Digeſtion. 
Thus Swills and Crams, till grown a large | 
Fat Monſter, at the Pariſh Charge. 
As Courtiers grow profuſely Great, 
By An ſupport the State. — 
1 8 D 2 Nor 
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Nor can # Bagpipe make more Noiſe, | 


Or drown his loud Stentorian Voice, 


Which deaſens all that hear him Bawl, 
In Veſtry or in Common- Hall: 

Nor is he ſuch a gifted Brother, 

To talk more wiſely than another, 


Becauſe in Sound, and not in Senſe, 


Coynſiſts his loud- mouth d Eloquence. 


His Charity is ſomething more 

Than common, to the Pariſh Poor; 
For when he was their upper Guardian, 
Or in that Office callF'd Church- Warden, 
When e er diſtreſſed Objeas came | 
To atk Relief, in Heaven 8 Name, 
Inſtead of granting what might th 5 
Their craving ſharp Neceſlities, 
He'd with indecent Anſwers fool 'em, 
And bow and cringe to ridicule em "LY 
Aſk em what Comfort they could have, 
Or bus'neſs on this ſide the Grave, 


Swearing 


8 


"T0 


Swearing he d give em Alms to buy 


Them Coffins, if they wou d but die. 


And thus diſpatch d the Sick and Old, 


Oppreſod with Hunger and with Cold, 
Without the leaſt Commiſeration 
Of Objedts worthy of Compaſhon. 
Such are the Drones that live at caſe 
Sud rule and ride whole Pariſhes. 


* 


Upon a Time when this old Sinner 


Flad over: gorg d himſelf at SO, 
And greatly ſurfeited his Blood, 


With Fowls too fat, and Wines too „ 
The Poor grew joyful at his Sickneſs, 
And cry'd, Pray God encreaſe his Weakneſs, 


But fear d he only was diſcharging 
The white-leg' d Capons he'd been gorging, 


Enquiring daily 1 in the Street, 


What ! has not Old Nick fetch'd him Jes * 


And 


ee 
And thus the Poor were pretty even 
With him, that mock d both them and Heav'n. 


This is that famous Maggot-monger, 


Who'll ne er be wiſer till he's younger; 5 
AL,éeader of the Veſtry Crew, 


And one o'th' Common-Council too, 


| Who cloſe confin'd, for little reaſon, 
A Porter middle Leg i in Priſo n, 
And for diſperſing Papers there, 
Adorn d wih his own Character, 
Had ſent him to that ſhameful Place 
Where Whores beat Hemp, for want of Grace, 
= But Knotty Tom eſcap'd that Jay], 
By timely putting in good Bail. 


And thus the Porter and his F riends 
Baffl d his Adverſary' I Ends. 


"This alſo was the Veſtry Don, 

That went of late before Sir Fobn, JW 
To back the good Church- Wardn 3 in Matters 1 f 
| Still to be canvas'd {by their Betters, 5 a 


Toth 


18 
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Toth' Pariſh Poor, before my Lord, 


They ſeem d to have a great regard, 
And therefore humbly hop'd and pray'd, 
His wiſer Lordſhip would perſwade, 


Or by the dint of Pow'r command 


The Overſeers, out of hand, 
* advance full fixty Pounds, no leſs, 
To ſerve the Poor in their Diſtreſs. 
But their Opponents, Men of Sence, 
Knowing their Plea was but pretence, 5 
And that their thirty Pounds a piece 
Would half be ſpent in Pigs and Geeſe, 
3 Refus d t advance ſo great a Sum, 
And ſo our Veſtry Men, hum drum, 
* Like Blockheads a8 they went, came home. 


The next Parochial Capon-eatr, 185 


UE That falls beneath the laſh of Satyr, 5 


Is a poor thin-jaw 4 ghaſtly Soul, 


That deals in Powder and in Ball, 


! 
$ 
| 
1 
f 
˖ 
ö 
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N ot ſuch as bins Soldiers uſe 
In Battle, to deſtroy their Foes, 


But wholſome fragrant Ammunition, 


That puts us in a fweet condition ; 


| With which each Tonſor puffs and cleans | 


Our Wigs, and mundifies our Chins, 
Buch as the ſanguine Dame applies, 
1 To hide her Carrots from our Eyes, 
And ſuch as all the cleanly Sex 
 Sweeten their Hair with and their Necks, | 


And oft correct thoſe Imperfe&ions 


| Which | in nice Lovers raiſe Obje&ions. 5 


This mortal ſhadow of a Man, 
Whoſe Calves a ſingle Hand may pan, 
And whoſe lank Sides appear as lean 
As a poor Greyhounds, s, ſtarv d within, 
Tho by his Belly, one would think 
He ſeldom us d to eat or drink, | 
But like an old dry Stallion looks, 

As if juſt riſen from a Flux; 


Yet 


( 
A 


et 
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Yet at a Pariſh Feaſt, where Fowls 
Are ſacritic'd to Kites and Owls, 


And noble Sirloins grace the — 


With Pigs and other Dainties ſtor d, 


At ſuch a Meal hell cram more Pullet, 
And other Poultry down his Gullet, 
Than two young Plowmen can devour, 

Atter hard Labour, in an Hour: 

Nor does he fail, at ſuch a Meeting, 
To drink according to his eating, 


1 But in proportion ſwills down Claret, 


Altho he looks no better for it, 


Than if for Years he had been fed 
Scot-like, with Water and Oat-Bread. 


| So hungry Marriot, at a Meal, 


Would gorge five Stone of Beef or Veal, 
That is, be d eat twelve Hours, or longer, 
But ne er the fatter grow, or ſtronger. 

Yet tho our thinjaw'd Powder: Monkey, 


When dainty Bits are had for thank Je, 


Þ 
" 
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Will ſtuff and gormandize himſelf, 
Like greedy Hound or rav nous Wolf, 
th time that he preſided o'er 
. The Pariſh and the Pariſh Poor, 
He took more caution than was fitting. 
To keep the laſt from over- eating; 
For if Powdero chanc'd to meet 
A penſioner in Lane or Street 
: Without a Badge, he'd top their Pay | 
A Week, and make em Faſt and Pray, 
_ Whilft he himſelf, | without remorſe, 
Would to the Tavern | have recourſe, 
And there miſpending what was theirs, 
Deſerve their Curſes, not their Pray 1s. 
Sy Pariſh Rulers often fire 
From Church, upon the Sabbath. dex, 
| To prniſh eery Sot's Offence, 
Not for the Sin, but ſake of Pence; 5 
Which, like our Skeleton, they ſpend 
Ib Houſe of ſome officious Friend. 


tar) 


And thus commit, by their negle 
Of Church, worſe Is than they detect, 


So fare thee well, conſumptive Mortal, 


Too thin and ſkinn y to be Heart-whole, 


Would thou prolong a happy Life, 


With, once thy Servant, now thy Wife, - 
(Which Match, altho' it was no Crime, 


Poſtpon'd thy Honours for a time, 


And kept thee back from having — 
In Veſtry, to thy great Diſgrace, ) 
Take this Advice, ſwill Punch no more, 
955 Spend leſs, do Juſtice to the Poor ; 
1 Nor be by too much Love bereft 
| Of that ſmall Modicum that's left; 
Thy feeble Lolns and ſlender Shanks 


Were never form'd for a am' rous Pranks, 


And tho' ſome Women are ſo fair 


That Fleſh and Blood cannot forbear, 
1 Let Skin and Bones ſhould have 4 care. ( | 
11d 


E 2 Reader 
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Reader pray ope both Eyes and Ears, 
For now more Noiſe than Work appears, 
To one ſmart Stroke that hits the Nail 
O'th' Head, he ſtrikes fix more that fail, 
Let makes th —— pay as much 
For thoſe that miſs, as thoſe that touch. 
This alſo is a Pariſh Fox, 


—w— TO. a ——— 


That dives into the Pauper 8 Box * 


5 craving mercenary Hunx, 


That does not only deal! in Trunks, 
But has enlarg d his noiſy Trade 
To building Houſes for the Dead, 
Which caus'd him to refuſe free Quarter. 
To a defunct poor Wretch, a Porter, 

| Becauſe his Brother had allow'd « 
A good Elm Coffin and a Shfowsd ; 

So that the Widow being driven 

To fend back what her Broth rad given, 
Was forc d to wrap the poor Cadaver, 
In Shrowd that ſcarce would hang together, 


Ws. 
And ſqueeze her quondam Huſband into 
A Slit deal Coffin, old and thin too, 
Which muſt be by the Church- Ward'n found 
Betore he'd grant the Bury ng-Ground, 
For which he did vouchſafe to charge 
A Price extravagantly large, 
Having the Pariſh Purſe in hand, 
To ſatisfy his own Demand ; 
Which was no un made than paid. 
And thus to propagate his Trade, 
Wrong d both the Living and the Dead. 


Once on a time bs turn'd Upboldlter, 5 
And ſlily dealt in Bed and Bolſter, 
Imploying, to his Gain, tho Shame, 
His Servant to Appraiſe the ſame; 
By which, ſome Neighbours do atteſt, 
The Pariſh loſt two thirds at leaſt; 
But ſince, he as juſtly been rewarded, 
„ And by his beſt of Friends diſcarded, 
| Who 


638) 
Who paſs $d upon him too ſevere 
A Sentence to be mention d. here. 


Upon a time when coſtly Meats 


And gen'rous Wines at Pariſh Treats, 


Had chear d his Spirits, warm d his Veins, 
And ſtrengthen d his laſcivious Reins, 
A certain Dame of courteous Mein, 
Who had at Pray rs been often ſeen, 
| He tempted. down i into his Cellar, 
And made her there a F ellow-feeler : 
” ſomething, which her tender Hand 
With no ſmall ſatisfaction ſpan dz 
But kindly off ring to divide 
Her Legs againſt a Coffin ſide, 
8 80 check d her Female Inclinations, 
That all his preſling Inſtigations, 
Co; d not prevail with pious Dame, 
To quench his rreligious Flame, 
5 Becauſe, as ſhe herſelf declar d, 
Her Lover ſo confus d appear d, 
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And finding at her Back a Coffin, 
She could not do the Trick for Laughing: 
Conceiving that he might have found 
A better place than under Ground, 
Among ſuch Emblems of Mortality, 
To've exercis d his Immorality. | 
But Luſt is of ſo vile a Nature, 

Tas ſmall regard to Place or Creature. 

However, Phillis not approving 
Of ſuch unſeemly Coffin-ſhoving, . 
Gave him the flip, bing nimbly Jointed, 
| And left her Lover diſappointed, 

To do, when ſhe was thus ſprung from him, 
What did not very well become him. 


A fair Rent ſome ſay a Maid, 
Much indiſpos d and fick in Bed, 
Our Knick-knock Warden living near, 


In hopes to-bury her, went to ſee her, 


FO 
Pretending kindly to aſſiſt 
Her Soul, as if he ad been a prieſt; 


But when her weeping Friends were gone, 


And all, except himſelf, withdrawn, 

L his hopeful Guide began to feel 
What is not modeſt to reveal ;; 

1 he fancy'd, from his Vileneſs, | 
The real Cauſe of all her Illneſs 

Lay hid, where Female Honour lies : 

Obſcurely fencd from human Eyes; 3 

Attempted therefore to apply 

A baſe, tho pleaſing, Remedy. 


But ſhe not able to endure, 


—_— Sickneſs, ſuch a boiſt'rous Cure, 


Cry 'd out, e re he her Limbs had ſpread, 
And ſcar'd the Doctor from her Bed, 
Before his Lewdneſs had inclin'd her 
To take the No Harun he deſign d her: 
But ſhe without it ſoon orew well, 


And liv'd to broach the merry Tale, 


n 

To further ſhow how well he lov'd 

That Sport which is too much approv d, 
"His Wife, when living, had a Neece, 

Eſteem da very charming piece, 

This tempting Bloſſom of a Maid, 

: Full r1pe for Wedlock, tho' unwed, 

He lov'd, as Fame reports t the Matter, 

Petter than if ſhe'ad been his Daughter, 
Which caus'd ſome jealous Fouls, = _ 15 

=.” fancy that ſhe grew. too faſt; 
He therefore fearing i it might prove 


* Some dropſical effects of Love, 


Thought it right Seaſon to provide her 

| A careful Spouſe to lie deſide her, 
That rapping in due time might free 
The Laſs from this ſad Timpany ; 3 
At leaſt by Matrimonial cloaking, 

: Prevent the Neighbours further Joking 3 


| Accordingly, at length, perſwades | 


His Man to wed this Maid of Maids, - 4 
F Who 


(42) 

Who had not many Months enjoy'd 
The Charms of ſuch a thriving Bride, 
But ſhe Was cur'd, by means moſt proper, 
Us d by no Quack, but Mother Groper. 
The Wife, who was before ſo plump | 
About the Belly and the Rump, 
- To her fond Huſband now appearing 
As thin as any ſhotten Herring, 
He bluſhing, very angry grew | 

To ſee his 'Spouſe thus ſplit in two, 

And madly curſing his ill Luck, 
Transform 4 himſelf i into a Buck, 
Which ludden change ſo griev d his Wite, . 
That ſhe abhor 'd her anxious Life; 


And flying from her Home, ſoon a ter, 


55 Forſook the Land for River Water, 


Wherein ſhe periſh'd 1 in D, 

A fad Example to the Fair, 

When thus ſhe” ad finiſh'd — Folly, 

And wy d her Melancholy, | 8 
a — 


n 
2 J 
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Her Corps to'r- Uncle's was convey d, 


By whom ſhe'ad been unmade a Maid, 


Who only had one Coach to grace 
Her Fun ral, to her Bury'ng place, f 
| In which he ſat and wept, no doubt, 
| But made the Huſband walk on Foot, 
Who like a good Man ne er reſented 
- The Slight, but jog d along contented ; 
No wonder, fince we often tind 
The Cuckold to his maker kind, a 
And humble Blockheads ſhow good Will 
To haughty Knaves that uſe em ill. 
No Mortal more expert than he 
In Caſes of Mortality; 
For it a fick conſumptix e Neighbour, - 
Qr pregnant Goſſip near her Labour, 
IS ſwell d ſo big ſne may de thought 


In danger when to Bed ſhe 8 brought, 


When e'er they creep or waddle by 
His Shop, he'as ſuch a ſkilful Eye, 
_ Eg 
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That he can gueſs, or take their trus 
Dimenſions at one tranſient View, 
And make their Coffins at his Leiſure, 
As well as if he ad taken Meaſure. | 
So that when any Neighbour's dead, 
Their Coffin's always ready made, 


80 firm, 1o ſtrong, ſo very neat, a 4 RY 
That no defunct Poſſeſſor yet, 
Could et complain they were unfit. 1 5 


| Befides, it is by ſome allow d, 
That he by Art can make one Shrowd 
Serve twenty Corps, by ſuch a quick = 
Conveyance none can ſee the Trick, 
But, Jugler-like, can cheat the Eye 

Of cery watchful ſtander by. 


Some Neighbours, merry o'er their Wine, 
Once form'd the following Delgn, 


jn order to impoſe upon 


This Undertaking Pariſh Don; 
oy — The- 


e 

The Plot was this; A Man was laid 

At length upon the Floor for dead, 

The reft moſt ſoberly difguisd 
Their inward Mirth, and ſeem d ſurpris d, 
Mean while the archeſt of the Crew, 

Who well knew what to ſay and do, 
Poſted to Knick-knock in a hurry, 
And told this lamentable Story: i | 

: Lord. Ar. Church-War' n, , tohat you think 2 


39 is a fad __ to die i in drink, 
But. 


Epe this Moment o'er the Glaſs, 


our Friend Fuddlecap, * 


Stone dead at 7 uch a Taverns lies, 


Ju bi: Companions great ſurpriſe; 
And when be ficken'd in his C hair, 
5 Had of bis Soul ſo little care, 
That falling thence upon the Boards, 
| More Wine were his laſt dying V. ords.” 
| This ſaid he groan d, and then, alas, 


Sneak d ſlily off and baulk'd bis Glaſs. 


\ 


Pray 


(46) 


Pray cherefore * 4 Coffin cone, 


And help us to remove him home. 
0 Says Knick-knock, Since he hes ſo near, 
Il ſiep and take his length, for fear 
My dull remembrance of his Stature 
Should | fail me in ſome rrifling Matter. 
Accordingly they jog'd together, 
To view the Corps and take right Meaſure, 
Both very wiſely Moralizing | 
On Death ſo ſudden and ſurprizing, 
7 Till they had reach d the Tavern, where 
Theſe merry Wags had laid the Snare. 
| Upſtairs the Meſſenger advances, 
And after him Knick-knocky rrances, 
Both gravely entering the Room, 
Where many Perſons ſat hum drum, 
And by theſe ſolemn Toapers ay 
The dead Man, as a Man may ſay. 
The grave Church-War n, in ſome ſurpriſe, 
Firſt lifring up his Hands and Eyes, 2 
: — Struck 
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Struck with a ſudden Inſpiration, 

Flung out this ſhort Ejaculation : 

Alas, zobat norta! Man rs fure 

C Life one tranſitory Hour! . 

How oft have we rogetber * d, 8 
Told merry Stories, fip'd and laugh d, 

But now, dear Friend, thou'rt dead ind gone, 

Thy Bottles our, thy Glaſs is run, 

And I that Was ſome Tears the elder, 

Am now become thy Coffin-builder ! 

Then ſtooping low with Hand and Head, 

To take true meaſure of the Dead, 


The Corps reply'd, Tou lye you Knave, 


1 neither Coffin want nor Grave. 


Then an all his Strength, 

And ſpringing out his Leg at length, 

Gave Knocky ſuch a mortal thump 

Upon his Buttocks, near his Rump, 

Thar pitch'd him headlong on his Noſe, 
80 ſtrenuous were the dead Man's Toes. 


Then 


— — Comm mrs — Donny 
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Then thoſe that had been thus contriving, 
By ſhamming Death, to cheat the Living, 
At once turn'd all their ſeeming Sadneſs, 
'To ſudden Joy, next kin to madneſs, 
Whilſt frighted Anick- knock run in haſt 


Down Tavern Stairs, and left the reſt 


To drink and frolick der their Jeſt. 


Poor Knoeky ſneaking to another 
Tavern, there met a Veſtry Brother, 8 
| And other choſen Friends to treat, 
Charging whate' er they drank or eat, 
Good Wine, fat White legs roaſt and boil d, 
To one Dol Gulpin, big with Child, 
AF aggot-Drab beneath their Care, 
That lives no ma Man knows where. 
Thus Warns, like Captains, | muſter ſome 
Neer ſeen abroad, nor found at bome, | 
And keep in conſtant Pay, tis ſaid, = 
Others that have for Years been dead, $5 


n 


N or does. this famous Coffin- maker, 
This over — well : as Undertaker, 
Who firſt can kifs a pritty Maid 
To death, and bury'r when ſhe's dead, 
| Prove kinder to the Sex in Want, 
When Age has made 'em Indigent, | 
Than thoſe Church-Ward'ns who ne'er had bin 
So guilty of the modiſh Sin, 
For if a poor old Pariſ-Dutcheſe. 
Applies for Alms upon her Crutches, 
Or fruitful Dame o'erſtock'd with Bearns, 


% 


Who ſtarve on what her Huſband earns, > 


Moves him with all due condeſcenſion, 
Io grant her a'fmall weekly Penſion, 
Perhaps, thro his great tenderneſs 
| To ſuch poor Wretches in diſtreſs, 
Out of the Pariſh Stock he grants 
Three F arthings to relieve the Wants 
| Of five or fix, {o very poor 


The Children beg from Door to Door; £5 
G And 
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And if they uſe one harſh Expreſſion, 


Or mutter at the ſmall Donation, 

By aid of his robuſt Adherents, 

Toth Workhouſe he commits the Parents, 

Where they re confin d, like Whore and Robber, 

To hard unprofitable Labour : — 

And if their Children are too little 
To be apply 4 to Block and Beet le, 5 

He takes due care to ſend 'em * 
To Enfield, or to Hartford Town, 

Where, ina little time, in courſe, 5 
; They re choak 4 with F ilth, or ſtarv d at Nurſe. 
This in his Ward'nſhip has he done, 1 
By more poor Families than one. 

And when theſe Wretches, on their due 
Submiſſion to this Veſtry Jew, | 
From their Confinement are enlarg d, 

They are not totally diſcharg d, 

Till on their Knees, in open Street, 

They fall at Mr. Church-Ward'n's F eet, 

PD And 


( 
And for their Faults, before his Shop, 
Aſk Pardon of this Pariſh Pope. 
O ſhameful Inſolence and Pride, 
In Knaves that over Fools preſide, 
IIlit'rate mercenary Swine, 
From Dunghils rais d to Fowls and Wine, 
Brutes that immoderately eat, 
And ſtarve the very Poor they cheat: 
Jluttons that in their Faces wear 
So dull and porculent an Ayre, 
Ef] pecially when rais'd aloft, 
By ſenſleſs Noiſe and petty Craft, 
That their bluff Carriage, when they” re dreſt } 
For Sunday, or a Pariſh Feaſt, 
Makes their Authority a Jeſt. 


The. next that follows i in his turn, 


1s cruſty G the under Waren 
. Who by the W oer his Door 
Diſcovers how he grinds the Poor, 
„ e 
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And by another in his Head, 


Grinds the whole Pariſh, as tis ſaid; 

Brown G ——e ſometimes the People call him, 
Becauſe that Title does moſt gall him, 
Giv'n him by th' Poor, by whom he's curſt, 

For ſelling ſecond Bread for firſt : 


Nor have the Penſioners the freedom 


To buy their Loaves when e er they need em, 

Of any Baking-Hunx but 0 ee. . 

0 Whoſe Weight is ſeldom found too larze; 
Therefore the Pariſh Poor are paid, 

Not in hard Money, but coarſe Bread. 

Ihe Head Church-War' n he Tickets gives em 
To the Low'r Warden, who deceives a. 

And thus the Poor, to moſt Mens wonder, 

| Betwixt the upper Cruſt and under, = 

Are choak'd with Bread, as many think, 

For want of Pence to purchaſe Drink : 

Whilſt Madam, once the Baker's Maid, 

Whoſe Foot long ince Was brought to Bed, 

Adorn d 
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Adorr' d with maſſy Golden Chain, 
Grows wondrous lofty, proud and vain, 
And in his Abſence treats her Daughters, 
With Coffee, Tea, and Cordial Waters. 
Thus cunning Knaves that rob the Spittle, 
Maintain the Bottle and Tea- Kettle, © 


y cox ning eery one à little. | 


The next wiſe Ruler is a Meal-man, . 

0 Neither a good- Man nor an ill. Man, 

But one that may be ſaid to ſtand 
Twint both, and lean on neither Hand z 


A Co mmon-Council-Man, whoſe Tongue 
Is with ſuch odious Language hung, 

That in his croſs il}-natur'd Freaks, 
| You'd think he rather Growls than Speaks ; | 
Each Sentence tags with Hab! or Hob | ! 


| As ramming Paviers do each Blow; ; 
From whence his Neighbours, to perplex him, 

| Call him Squire Hob, and then they vex him | 
_ Whoſe 
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Whoſe ſurly Nature may be ſeen 
In his grim Looks and hoggiſh Mein, 


And his high Station eaſily read 


In the ſtern Motions of his Head. 


As Kings and Fudges may be known 
By ſolemn Noas on Bench or Throne. 
Money he hugs like any Miſer, 


And thinks his Riches makes him wiſer, 


Does therefore in his hands withhold, 
A five Years Debt of Orphans Cold, 


And in conjunction with his Brethren, 


Has ſunk the Tax they ve long been gathering, 


Humbly conceiving that to cheat 
The Cheaters, is no Fraud, but Wit. 


Yet when he rides to Hartford Heath, 


To eaſe his Lungs and gain new Breath, 5 


No Man can be of Tongue more laviſh, 
In blaming thoſe that ſerve the Parith, 
* Than he who neer oblig'd his Friend 
z Or Neighbour, but for ſome bie End. 


As 


"Iv 
As borrow'd Sums are often lent 


By Knaves, to Foals, at Cent per Cent. 


The promiſing fat Babe of Grace, 
Next lamely hobbles to his place, 
A s if the painful Gout had ſeiz'd him, 
Or that the Crinkums had diſeasd him: 
However, tho he ſeems too young ; 
To be with Pariſh Honours hung, 
Yet from his Spices and his Plumbs 
He creeping to the Veſtry comes, 9 
There looks as big and talks more bold 
: Than any Coxcomb twice as old ; 
Altho his Brains are full as bare 
Of Wiſdom as his Chin of Hair. 
But Pariſh- Offices, we know, 

Like Kiſſing, do by Favour 90; ; 
Or, like Court Places, often fall 
| To thoſe whoſe Merits are but ſmall. 
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Till equal to his Joulter-Head, 


CRT 
Nor can this ſpicy Mortal vaunt 
He'as been a long Inhabitant, 5 


Or from his Standing claim a Seat 


At Veſtry- Board, among the Great, 

| Becauſe much wifer Men than he, 
And fitter for Authoritie, 

Grave old Pariſhioners have been 
Poſtpon d to bring this Whiffler in. 
Some Neighbours ſcruple not to tel] ye, 
The Veſtry choſe him by his Belly, 


For his huge pamper'd quag of Guts, 


Betray the Glutton as he ftruts, 
3 And to the gazing World diſcover | 
He's 2 true Gutr'ler and a lover 


Of any Pariſh-Truft, or Poſt, 
Where Men turn Swine at others Coft. 


In this fat Paſture let him feaſt 


His Guts, till grown a perfect Beaft, 
And that his Body may be fed, 


Then 


(57) 
Then might the Pariſh boaſt a large 
Fat Monſter bred at her own Charge. 


A Land-Tax-gath rer next appears, 
Imploy'd full five and twenty Years, 
Who by his Poundage, without wronging, 
And Perquiſites thereto belonging, | 
Makes it a ſweeter Trade, with. Care, 
Than felling Sugars to the Fair: 
His Tongue, altho a little Mortal, 
"8 louder than a Double-Curtel, 
And can excel th experteſt Dames 
At Bi la gare, in calling Names. 
From Offices can ſave his F riends, 
When tis to ferve his own bye Ends, 
And flily can the ſame impoſe 
On others, whom he deems his Foes. 
Thus, like the Suryr am d of old, 
Blome, as he pleaſes, Hot or Cold. 
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The Veſtry Silk Worm next in turn 


Advances, full of Pride and Scorn, 
Who, Hedge-Hog like, tis too well known, 


Rowls himſelf up in his own Down, 


And unto all the World befide 
Turns nothing but his prickly Hide, 
Loves no Man but himſelf alone, 
And is himſelf belov'd of none: 
Was never match'd in Carriage ſtately, 5 
But by his Man, and that but lately, 
Who, mimicking his Maſter's oreat 
Example, walks and ſtruts i in State. 
But if the Man ſuch Praiſe muſt have, | 


Then what muſt he that taught the . 


Nor does the Maſter walk without 
A Piſtol, which he wears to ſhoot * 


Any vain Upſtart that diſcovers | 


More Pride than he exerts to others, 


Let no Man need to have a care, 


For 7 are ſafe but Lucifer. 


Count 
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Count Tallard next appears among 


This gormandizing Veſtry Throng 

Who ſmells as ſtrong of Cheeſe and Bacon, 

As an old Trap where Mice are taken 
1s alſo, if Report be true, 

Famous for Lies and Swearing too ; 

And tho' he'as been advanc'd of late 
Io fit among the Fools in ſtate, 
; He's not too Stiff or Proud to ſtoop 

To any forward Dam ſel's Hoop, 
But, Bona fide *, underſtands 

| The Art of Groping with his Hands, 

; As well as any Bawdy Jade, 

| That has hve hundred Women laid. 


A Calliconian next appears, 
| That deals in fine ſtain d Cotton Wares. 
Such as our Buxom Ladies buy, 


Jo tempt or charm an am'rous Eye. 


* A bye Word he uſes. 
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Some time ago no Man could be 


A greater Enemy than he, 

To Select Veſtries and their Banquets, 
And all Parochial coſtly Junkets, 
Till he was call d to take a Poſt 
Among the reſt that rule the Roaft ; 
And ever fince he ſwears the Clan 

| Are truly honeſt to a Man. 

(80 the deſirous Lats, before 

She's naught herſelf, condemns the Whore, 


But when corrupted and made common, 
She fwears a Whore's an honeſt Woman.) 
Since choſen into this ** Place, 5 
Good Claret much improves his Face, 
And makes his bluſhing Rubies ſhine 
So bright. when fAuſh d with Pariſh Wine, 
That in the darkeſt Nights that come, 
He needs no Boy to light him Home. 


* honeſt Men among the reſt 


Appear z and that you II fay's a Jeſt; 
| The 
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The firſt is forward to reveal | 
Thoſe Frauds the Veſtry would conceal, 
And, loving Juſtice, never joins 
His Brethren in their baſe Deſigns, 

Will take no ſhare of Pariſh Plunder, 
But uſes Conſcience — that's a Wonder! 
Abhorring ev'ry ill Device, 
Bearing no Spleen or Prejudice 


To any but to Rats and Mice. 


The ſecond is a Man lo juſt, 
His Motto 1 18, W gabe Truth with Truſt 


. No coftly Daintics can incline 
His ſqueamith Appetite to Dine 
Or Sup and will down what the Poor 
Have much more title to devour, 
But oft propoſes, tho in vain, 
To eery gutt'ling Veſtry-man, 
That when they meet to glut and ſot, 
Fach Pamper 'd Swine ſhould pay his Shot, 
And. 
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And for the future never gorge, 
Their Bellics at the Pariſh Charge. 
But good Advice 1s thrown away, 
The Kites will till be Birds of Prey. 


The third and laſt but lately choſen | 
A Veſtry Counſellor and Couſin, 
Thinking himſelf too young to be 
Advanc d to fuch Authority, 

When ſome that had a prior claim, 
Were thought unworthy of the 1 4 

And finding that the Pariſh paid | 

For e ery laviſh Feaſt they made, 


| Deſerted all the guttVing Crew, 


And from the Veltry- Board withdrew. 


Rejecting, with Contempt and Scorn, 


Their fair Entreaties to return, 
And does to publick knowledge bring, 
Their ſecret ways of managing. 

So he that's honeſt and, by chance, 


Falls among Kn aves, thro Jenorance, 
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Will give their Frauds no approbation, i 


But wiſely quit their Converſation. 
Theſe latter conſcientious Three | 
Are from the laſh of Satyr free; 
But thoſe that take the Rule upon em, 


0 th' Pariſh, till they've half undone em, 


From Satyr muft expect no more 
Kind Uſage than they give the Poor: 
Such ſelfiſh , ſurly, greedy Sots, : 


Whoſe craving Guts and thirſty Throats 
Swallow one half of what 3 collected 
Iso eaſe the Wants of the de jected. 
' Theſe are the Veſtry that expends 
Ten Pounds a time to treat their Friends, 
Yet grumble to divide in Bread, 
A Tythe 'mong Families decay'd. 
. Theſe are the Miſcreants that draw | 
The Pariſh into Sutes of Law, 
And ſuch as by their ſtrange furprizing 


Miſmanagements and Gormandizing, | 


Have 
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Have brought the Pariſh Stock of late, 
At leaſt Two Thouſand Pounds in Debt : 


And when they paſs their vile Accounts, 
Shut out the beſt Inhabitants, 
Becauſc their Frauds ſo mhod are, 
Their Books will no lnſpection bear. 
Yet ſome of theſe are call'd upon 
The Court of Conſcience, tho' they ve none, 
Where their grave Wiſdoms fit to do 
That Juſtice which they never knew. 
| Theſe are the 8005 that when they treat 
Themſelves, ſwear, eery time they meet, 
To hear and ſee, but nothing fay, 
To eat and drink, but nothing Pay. 
Should all their num'rous Faults be told, 
No Volume would their Knav ries hold. | 
But this ſmall Verſion, tho' 'twas wrote 
By fits and tarts, with little Thought, 
| Shows what each Pariſh muſt expect, 
From gutt ling Veſtries calld Select. 
ee e e e e 
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The Northern Cuckold : 
OR, 


The Garden-H ouſe [ ntrigue. 


A R North from London may be ſeen 


F An ancient famous Magazine, 
F. or which the Rebel Rump, long lince, 
Contended with their Injurd Prince, 
And ſtanding upon Walls of Stone, 
Deny d Obedience to the Throne. 
In this old Town that ſounds fo well, 
When nam'd with Halifax and Hell, 
A 2 —2 There 
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There dwells 2 Cuckold of renown, 
* hoſe Antlers are ſo overgrown, | 
That &ery Neighbour's Wife that's given 
| To fend her Huſband's Soul to Heaven, 
Seems angry ſuch a waſpiſh Dolthead 
Should wear his Horns ſo high exalted, 
When each good Woman knows her Spouſe 
| Has title to as ſplendid Brows, 
And therefore thinks it hard, one Brother 
Corinitus ſhould out- top another. - 
Thus S: rife and Envy will ariſe, 
Not only n Virtue but in Vice; 3 
For as no plous Lady cares 
To fee herſelf outdone at Pray'rs, 
So the that's wicked hates to be 
Excelld, tho in Iniquity. 


But, Reader, now before we enter 


Upon our amorous Adventure, 


N 

Or tell you how our Northern Blade 
Was dub d a Buck of the firſt Head, 
We'll ſpeak a Word or two concerning 
His Occupation and his Learning, 
And let you know what fort of Dame 
He hugs, to ſooth his Nuptial F lame; 
As alſo what a ſervile Tool 
His Buxom Lady choſe to cool 

That luſtful Itch, which many ſay, 

| Her Huſband ne'er had Power to lay, 
Did therefore, like a good Man, hire 
An Underſtrapper to ſupply her, 

That what the Maſter did delay 
At Night, his Man might do by Day. 
Thus merry Goſſips love, we know, 

To have two Strings unto their Bow, 
That when one fails their ExpeBation, 


T ods may give them titulation. 


I --- 
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This fam'd Aeon, whom I chuſe 
At preſent, to inſpire my Muſe, 
| That ſhe may ſing in chearful Meter, 

Of Horns and Cuckoldom the better, 
Is Jack of all Trades by Profeſſion, 
So call'd ith' Northern part o'th Nation, 

A Man of Wood, and eke of Metal, 
That deals by Wholeſale and Retail, 

| In Planks and divers Wares that come 

From diſtant Parts of Chriſtendom z 

. Yet neer cou'd find one Stick of Wood, 
To baſte a bad Wife for her good; 
Not but, when. Drunk, he now a then 
| Corredts her, but tis all 1 in vain: 

For when he beats her, tis her nature 

To ſtill grow worſe, inſtead of better, 

purſuing with undaunted Guſt, 

The thing for which ſhe ſuffers 46 
Thus modern Wives, like Saints of old, 
Are made by Puniſhments more bold, 


Ad 
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And always ſhew moſt Reſolution, 
When under greateſt Perſecution. 


Not all the Wood our Noddy boaſts, 
If ſaw'd to Pails and hew'd to Poſts, 
Would build a ſtrong ſufficient Feme 
To bound his Wife's Concupiſcence, 
But till ſhe'd leap o'er all to find 

Some Jolly Youngſter to her Mind ; 

For ſporting Ladies are ſuch Witches, 
No Bars can keep em from the Breeches, 

But, Hunter like, they'll boldly fy 

Oer all that interrupts their Joy, 

And wildly hazard their undoing, 

Io catch the Game they are purſuing. 


Nor is her Spouſe, whoſe Forehead bears 
The Failings of her younger Years, 
Without a darling Vice, as great 
As that which taints his Nuptial Mate, 

Fox 
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For, as ſhe dearly loves gallanting, 
He's charm d with drinking, roaring, ranting, 
And hugs the Bottle with as great 
Delight as ſhe can hug her Mate, 
That few can tell, tixt Man and Wife, 
Which leads the moſt voluptuous Life; 

Or who, in truth, 1s moſt to blame, 

The toaping Cuckold, or the Dame, 

Tho were her hidden amorous Tricks, 

As open as his drunken Freaks, 
We then perhaps might juſtly ſay, 
: Her droughty ſoit ſalacious Chy, 

Would ſwallow more of human Spirit, 
Than all his Intrails does of Claret. 
For wou d lewd Women in reality, 
Confeſs their own weak Sex's frailty, 

We then ſhould find ſome Tittle-tattles, 
Would bear more Men than Men can Bottles. 


Not 


rr. 

Not that our Northern Cuchold's Whither 
D' ye go, is ſuch a Doxy neither, 
For tho ſhe does require, tis true, 
Much more thin wii: her Spouſe can do, 
Yet ſhe was neer but once =ded, 
And for that only ſtands corrected ; 
For tho' a thouſand times we Sin 
At that old Game of in and in, 
-Tis prudence ſtill to ſave our Bacon, 
And not to own our F aults till taken; 
Nay, then taffirm it o'er and oer, 
We never did the like before. 

For as the Spy chat lays the Snare, 

Will make things worſe than what they 6 are, 
So Sinners catch'd, by dint of Nature, 
IWill Lye and Swear to make things better. 


This is the Caſe, I dare averr, 
Of our obliging Lady fair; 


B 
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Who, tho' ſome Eyes had been upon her, 
And almoſt ſee her ſtain her Honour, 
Like Woman cauſeleſly abus d, 
Deny d it ſtifiy when accus d. 
Thus Lying, tho a Sin ſo paultry, 
Is highly uſeful in Adult'ry, = 
May alſo claim a near relation 
To venial ſimple F ornication z 
*For Bawdy Batchelors and Maids, 
Unmarry' d Punks and ſingle Blades, 
When catch'd adminiſtring the Nipple, ” 
Will Fib as bad as marry d People 3 4 1 
For ſhe that values Reputation, £0 
Yet loves a little Titulation, 
Tho' you ſurprize her Spark upon her, ” 
Will ſwear 'tis falſe, to ſave her Honour, 1 
And if you'd know the Reaſon why, ” | T 
Al Lovers thus are giv'n to lye, E 21 
Moſt Caſuiſts ſkill'd in Rem and Re, 
In am'rous Caſes do agree, 


LY 
The ſhame of being catch'd therein, 
Is ten times greater than the Sin. 


Madim in this Opinion, ſure, 


Had been inſtructed o'er and oer, 


Or elſe ſhe could not have deny $ 


A Fact ſo plainly teſtify d, 

That not a Midwife, ſhould ſhe ear her 
Defence, has Impudence to clear her ;- 
And therefore III proceed to put 

The Caſe, as Things fell in and out, 


And ſhow how Envy did diſcover 


The Paſtime of herſelf and Lover. 


As ancient Hiſt'ries are exa& 


} In Days and Years, as well as Fact, 


he 


That after Ages may be wiſe, 


In judging former Truths from Lyes : : 


So Poets, when they ſing and rhime 


Of Love, ſnould have regard to Time; 
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Or how ſhould ſtudious Anbulators, 
That ſearch Mvorfields for Songs and Satyrs, 
Point out the Day to Brother Ninny, 
When bonny Jockey mow'd young Jenny, 
Or when poor Roger, to his Sorrow, 
Gave fruitful Dol a kind Good-morrow ; 
Therefore, ſince theſe are Things of moment 
On which the World are apt to comment, 
III ſing in Form, without delay, 
Oh” Seaſon firſt, and then the Day. 


In ſultry Weather, when the Fleas 
Bit Wives and Maids above their Knees, 
And forc'd 'em, eery Summer's Night, 
To look their Smocks by Candle- light; 
Twas then, upon the firſt of uh, 
A Suuday, kept by Chriſtians Holy, 
When S:nners go to Church to ſeck 
The Lord for all the follow ing Week, 


That 


Ex | 
That Madam, having not the Grace 
Of God before her pretty Face, 
| Guided by pow rtul Inclination, 
| Refolv'd to ſooth her am'rous Paſſion, 
And to improve that Afternoon, 
Whilſt Jealous Jack was out of Town. 


Accordingly ſhe Sighs, and feigns 
The Vapours in her Love-ſick Brains, 
T excuſe her from that Day 8 8 
Por ſomething elſe ſhe had in Motion. 


Her good old Uncle and her Mother, 
As Pious each as one another, 
To Church repair d, and with them took 
A third, with e ery one their Book, 
Not thinking what was to be done, 
Behind their Backs, as (oon as gone; 


Tho' Mothers, who have felt the Power 


| Of Lore, and know the pleaſing Cure, 
at | i Will 
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Will rather cloak and forward Matters, 
Than baulk the Longings of their Daughters, 
Becauſe they find, let who will grant it, 
Women muſt have it when they want it. 


The only Stumbling. block that ſpoil d 
The Sport, were now the Nurſe and Child; 
But as kind Ladies Heads ne'er fail 
Of cunniag Shifts to ſerve the Tail, 

A Quaking Siſter of the Light, 
Who'd bid this ſinful World good N ight, 
That Afternoon was to be carry d 
On four Saints Shoulders to be bury d; 
This furniſh d Madam with a Thought 
Convenient to advance her Plac.. - 
Like a true Female Politician, 
Without the danger of Suſpicion. 

Accordingly ſhe feigns an Ayre 

As grave as any Bawd at Pray'r, 


And 


ps 
And tells the Nurſe, the ſolemn Sight, 


Perhaps, might give the Child delight, 
And therefore bids the Goſlip go 


With the young Babe to ſee the Show: 
The willing Nurſe, not thinking harm, 


Departs with Infant i in her Arm, 
And leaves her ſolitary Dame 
| To Nod, kill Fleas, or take a Dram. 


But Madam, now the Coaſt was clear, 
And all things ripe to meet her Dear, 


Her Bubbies waſh'd, her Smock as white 


As Cloe's on her Wedding Night, 
Before Enjoyment has defil d it, 


And with the Tears of Pleaſure ſoll d it 
Her Apron like the driven Snow, 


Her Head-dreſs fit to charm a Beau; 
No Stays around her yielding Waſte, 
But all as ſoft as rifing Paſte, 


Before 
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Before i it's form d for Fruit or Meat, 
Or harden'd into Cruſt by Heat ; 
Her Belly round with often Brooding, 
But tender as a Quaking-Pudding ; 
Her Buttocks plump, but pliant grown 
As Velvet Cuſhions ſtuff d with Down, 
Which ſerve not only thoſe that own em, 


But P's to all that prels upon em. 


Thus boolly f. for the Sport attir d, [- 
With Love and Luſt alike inſpir'd, : "1 
Her Court the croſſes at the Hour 1 N 
Appointed, to her ſhady Bower, 1 
Which ſhe unlock d, then look d about her, f| 2 
As if ſhe fear d ſome Spy ſhould tout her, | / 
Then turning of the Key, ſecur d I P 
The Door, and ſo became immur d. . I 
From thence ſhe crept, like fearful Mouſe, > 

In ſilence to her Garden-houſe, : 


There 


There feaſted for a while upon 


As ſoon as her Gallant ſhould meet her, 


' Flew open, that was lockd before, 
And in there pop'd an am rous Beau, 
| Who look'd as if well mann'd below. 
Then faſt'ning well the Door within, 
| At which he'd flily enter d i in, 
| He ſtepd to th place where Madam fat 
In pain, expecting you know what, 
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The thoughts of what was to be done, 


And like a truſty Lover greet her. 
For M omen, tho tis ſultry Nea: her, 
Delight in things put well together, 
Who therefore can do leſs than wonder, 
How Men and Maids are kept aſunder 2 


At length another Garden Door 


| Now all was huſh, no Squeaks or Cries 
Did any Neighbours Ear furprite, 
E No 


* 
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No Pray Sir, Nay Sir, Pith, or Fie Sir, 

Be civil, or I vow III cry Sir; 

No ſign of any Rape committed, 

But both were {till as if things fitted; 

For neither ſide, in all their Sport, 

Complain'd of Rudeneſs or of Hurt: 

Thus what they did, paſs d off in filence, 

A proof ſhe was not kiſs d by violence, 

But that both Parties were agreed 

To freely do whate er they did. 8 
So mutual Lovers, when they meet 
With equal Souls aud equal Heat, 
Hug, Claſp and Kiſs, without 4 porber, 

And jump with Foy one into t other. 


At length, when Madam had been well 
Refreſh'd, and towz d from Head to Tail, 
And her Gallant, as we may guefs, 

_ ſurfeited with Happineſs, 


Om 


Hitches his Breeches up more faſt, 


Like one juſt ſtarted from the Seat, 


The Pleaſures of a Nymph's Embraces. 


5 That had ſome ſhameful Action done, 


LH] | 
Out comes the ſweating Spark from ſinning 
And ſets to rights his rumpl'd Linnen, 


As if freſh button'd round his Waſt, 


Where Mortals drop one half they eat 

But he had been, we may ſurmiſe, 

At much more noble Exerciſe 

Tho' ſome unpoliſh'd Brutes, perhaps, a 
Who deal in Drabs and meet with Claps, 
Will fay that Squtt ring far ſurpaſſes 


No ſooner had our ſpruce young Beau 


Trin d all above and all below, 
But hanging down his Head, like one 


He makes his Exit at the Door 


He d enter d at not long before, 


C 2 Locks 
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Locks it, and in a Hole beſtows 

The Key, and then to Church he goes, 
Linke any Saint, to aſk God's Pardon 


For Sins committed in the Garden. 


| So pious Knaves, who thrive by Fraud, 
By no Religion check'd or aw'd, 

When Rich, would fain compound with Heav' , 
And humbly pray to be forgiven. 


Next out came Madam from her Bower, 
_ More red than any bluſhing Flow'r, 
Who was, and i is, 'till warm'd with Action, 
By nature of a pale Complexion, 
Fler Garment much gal lanted look d, ſtroak d 
Which, with her Hands ſhe ſmoorh'd and 
And likewiſe, with her tender Fingers, 
New quill'd her curling rumpl'd Pinners, 
Puff d up her Gown and Coif behind, 
Made flat by being over kind, 


1 


As if ſhe'd ſtretch'd herſelf upon 


The Floor, which happen d to be Stone, 


Too hard a Cuſhion for the Joys 
Of Love's ſweet downy Exerciſe : 
But Proverb ſays, and we muſt own, 


Hard Shifts are better far than none. - 


When Madam thus had ſtolln the Bliſs, 
And righted all ſhe found amiſs, 
She reaſſumes her modeſt Ayres, 
And to her Lodge again repairs, ; 
Not dreaming any Eye had ſeen em, 
Or overlook'd what paſs'd between em; 


But, Fortune, who does often prove 


A fpightful Enemy to Love, 


Tho blind herſelf ſhe had her Spies 

"To watch em with revengetul Eyes, 

Such as well knew the Cuckoldmaker 
To be her Huſband's Underſtrapper, 


2 A Jolly 


T5 
A Jolly Youth, employ'd to ſhare 
The burthen of his Maſter's Care ; 
But not behind his Back to do 
The drudg'y of his Miſtreſs too, 
Which if he aid, without ſome Profit, 
He'd but a damn d hard Bargain of it; 
F ori who, that s wie, would take the Pains 
To Sin for Pleaſure without Gains, 
Or give another's Wife manuring; 
For nothing but the ſake of Whoring, 


However, this young Blade was W 
To pleaſe the Merchant or his Lady, 


Bougnt in and ſold, receiv d and paid, 


And carry d on the Timber Trade, 
Thro all the Week, except ing Sunday, 
But for dear Madam, work d that one Day, 
Becauſe in Proverbs old we read, 


I be berter Day the better Deed ; 


And 
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And therefore they reſolyv'd to play 

Their Game upon that Holy Day. 

As if the Pleaſure was the ſweeter, | 
| Becauſe the Fault was made the greater; 
So Armies that diſpute the Right 

Of Kings, with ſo much beat and ſight, 
Chuſe Sunday often to decide 

The doubtful Cauſe by Battle try d. 


No ſooner had ſome curious Eye 
Beheld the Dames Obliqu; ity, 

But round the Town the merry Tale 

Was ſpread, and told oer nappy Ale, 

Till made the Jeſt of eery Sinner, 

When oer his Cups, or at his Dinner, 

The Mirth of Goflips, and ttc Pride 

Of all to Cuckoldom ally d; 

For who that's Woman can conceal 

A Female Siſter's doing ill, 


And 


1 
And not be glad to bear the Tidings 
Of any neighb' ring Wife's Backſlidings. 


Thus was the Story buz d about, 
Atteſted well, you need not doubt, 
For Women ne'er want open Mouths 
To broach or witneſs bawd y Truths, 
When tis to flander or beſpatter 
A handſome Wife or buxom Daughter. 


As evil Secrets ſeldom _ 
Lie hid from thoſe that bear the Wrong, 
So this ſad Family diſaſter 
Soon reach'd fair Madam's Lord and Maſter, 
For boſom Friend or buſy Foe 
Will tell us what we would not know, 
And always take delight ro teaſe us 
With News they're well aſſur d wont pleaſe us- 


Alas! 


Ly] 
Alas! the ſame ill-favour'd Luck 
| Attended our poor Nor thern Buck, 

For eery one was glad to tell him 
Oth' ſad Miſchance that had befel him, 
News as delightful to his Ear 
As ſound of Drum to Wolf or Bear * 

For tho a Man believes or thinks 
His Wife to be a naughty Minx, 
He hates to hear another ſay 
She's looſe, or that ſhe runs aſtray ; 
Becauſe his Brows muſt be the Sharers 
Of all her ſinful flipp'ry Errors; 
Therefore the Huſband muſt defend t 
The Honour of his Wife's But-end, 
Or elfe ſubmit his ſprouting Head 
Toth wanton Tail that wrongs his Bed, 
And own himſelf to be a poor . 
Tame Cuckold and his Wife a Who--r 


7 
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"Twas for theſe Reaſons, many ſay, 
Cornutus thought it the beſt way 
To juſtify his Lady's Honour, 
Againſt the Scandal thrown upon her, | 
Conſidring if the Voice of Fame 
Should credit gain, that all her Shame : 
Muſt fall at laft upon his Head, 
And ever there be rivetted ; 
Therefore, w chen Drunk, with add! 4 Cron, 
He rav d and roar d about the Town, 
And vow d Revenge on Whig « or Tory, 
That durſt report this ſpightful Story. 
Art length, when he had lain perdu 
Some time, to catch he knew not who; 
After much watchful Pains and Labour, 
By chance, he fixes on a Neighbour, 


Reſolving to ſeverely handle 


* as the Author of the Scandal : 


Accor- 


"= 2 


CS £3 
Accordingly, to plague him for't, 
He cites him to the Biſhop's Court, 


And makes him, after much Expence, 


Do Penance for his great Offence, 
Mounted in Church on Buffet Stool, 
Purſuant to the ancient Rule, 
There, in a Winding-Sheet, as white 
As any Ghoſt that walks by Night, 
| He made a penitent Confeſſion 
1 Or his unneighbourly Tranſgreflion, 
= And, midſt the Rabble got together, 


Declar'd what Cuckold brought him thither 


And, to the Huſband's further Shame, 
Publiſh d the Failings of the Dame. 


' Thus Fools that do their Purſe firings draw, 
In hopes to fifle Guilt by Law, 
At their own Coſt the Scandal ſpread, 
| And bighten the Reproach they dread. 
D2 Now 
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Now, if the Reader wants to hear 
What the kind Dame can ſay to clear 
Her Innocence againſt the Charge 
Some buſy Tongues ſet forth at large, 


True Woman like, ſhe'll cry and quibble, 
And vow and ſwear upon a Bible, 
She met not, in the Garden-houſe, 

Her Confident, to wrong her Spouſe, * 
But to diſcover, if ſne cou d, 
How'r Huſband' 8 Circumſtances. ſtood, 

To judge from thence, if he was able 
To ſpare her ſome new coſtly Bauble, 
Perhaps a Watch, Gold Chain and Locker, 
Or ſome few Guineas for her Pocket; 3 
Tho moſt believe the thing ſhe wanted, 
Was what her dear Gallant had granted, 
Elſe the had not appear'd all over 

Like Blowze juſt tumbl d by her Lover, 

Sw eating as much as Cammar Laycock, 

Juſt rais'd by Ralo frum Mow or Haycock. 
5 Next 


xt 
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Next this pretence, another lame 


Excuſe ſhe frames, to hide her Shame, 


Which is, that ſhe by chance had found 
An ancient Author, much renown'd, 
Whoſe Print was obſolete and hard 


To read, and therefore ſhe deſir d 
Her Servant, whom ſhe knew to be 


A better Scholar far than ſhe, 


| To con oer half a dozen Pages, 
To ſhew the Wit of former Ages, 


Hoping from thence to gather more 


Than Woman ever knew before. 


Thus, Madam, from young Fleſh and Blood, 


Soon learn d by Book how Matters ſtood, 
And grew ſo knowing that her Spouſe 


Felt Female Wiſdom on his Brows, 


The place which, Artiſts do agree, 


| Tells Tales in Ph e z 


There- 
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Therefore all Conjtors read the Forchead, 
' To know Folks Fortunes that are marry'd, 
Becauſe the upper Lines beſt ſhow 
The bent of what lies hid below ; 


Or how ſhould Wizards gueſs by F aces, 
The Marks and Moles in other Places, 5 


| Or find by Ladies rowling Eyes, 
Which — their Inclination lies. ; 


Thus Madam, when detected, try 4 


All ways to prove ſhe'd been bely'd, 
But ſtill her bluſhing Checks betrayd 
Her Guilt, in ſpight of all ſhe ſaid. 
Therfore her Cuckold had much better 
| Subſcribe himſelf a Horned Creature, 


Than labour to defend his Head 
From Horns ſo firmly rivetted : 
Beſides, they cannot ſhameful be, 


Since worn by greater Men than he. 


F131 8: 


1 Pray tell me, whether, in a vicious Age, 
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THE 


Dancing Devils: 


OR, THE 


A Dumb Farce. 


As i ir was s lately Added at Both Houſes, but 


DSucceſs. 


— 
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The Stage corrupts the Town, or Town the Stage ? 
| | For both concur, when Folly makes its way; 
: FD But where the Fault ans, "tis herd to i 
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T he Daneing Devils: 


OR, 


The R bar ing Dragon, mc 


| 15 EAR "OI Ficlds, where 


| [A == - . Honour dwells, 
Ha N * Diſgrac d with rotten Polts and 
EA 3 Rails, 


Which long have fenc'd that ſpacious Square, 
N Where Bawds and Bailiffs take the Air, 


And crippl'd Rogues, with F ronts of Braſs, 
Implore the Aid of all that paſs ; 


Where loit'ring Vagabonds, by Day, 

Walk, gaze and ftarve their Hours away, 

And Bullies wrangle in the Night, 

With money d Rakes that fear to fight; 
A Where 


[ 4) 
Where Players often take their Turns, 
To con their Parts in Summer Morns, 
And broken Gameſters ſtrole to meet 
Some Cully that will Lend or Treats 
Where neighb'ring Porters reel about, | 
When-gorg'd with Winchefters of Stout, 
To belch and fizzle out the Stinks 5 
Engender d by their nauſeous Drinks; ; 
Where Butchers often have a Call 
To Cricket, Boxing, or Trap- Ball; 


And where, when they in Summer curſe. 
The Flies, and ſultry Weather worſe, 
They drop at Night their ſtinking Veal, 
And other Meats too rank for Sale; 

Tho' tis ill Manners to offend 

The Noſtrils of their bounteous Friend, 
For whom they cock their greaſy Beavers, 4 
Battle their Bludgeons i into Shivers, | + 
And ring their Marrowbones and Cleavers.“ 


Near 


E'FY 
Near to theſe Fields, as I before 

Have ſaid, and now I ſay, encore, 

There ſtands a Fabrick of Renown, 

Erected to amuſe the Town, 
Sometimes with Heroes raving mad 
For Love, or ſomething elſe as bad ; 
Whoſe Rants, too oft, perſwade the Fair, 

They're greater Witches than they are; 
And that, when any charming Dame 
Has in her Champion rais d a Flame, 
Her 1 rowns, if ſas a mind to ſwagger, 


Will wound him deeper than 4 Dagger. 


At other times this famous Pile, 
With comick Scenes would make ye Smile, 
And ſhow bad Huſbands and ill Wives, 
Their very Pictures and their Lives, 
That each might laugh alike to ſee 
Themſelves, and take the Stage to be 
Their own ſalacious Family. 
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This Houſe was, alſo, once deſignd 
Tinſtrud, as well as pleaſe Mankind, 


That all degrees of humane Creatures 


Might learn their Duty to their Betters; 
And, by Examples on the Stage, 
Be taught the Manners of the Age, 
How Quality ſhould be accoſted, 

And how far Honour might be truſted, 
What Courtiers Promiſes are binding, 


And when their Words are worth the minding. 


Here Statefwen mould, by Wall ey" 8 Fall, 
Be caution d how they graſp at all; 
And learn of Cecil how to ſteer 
The Helm, whenthreat'ning Storms are near; 
What Tools to bribe, what Cauſe to prop, 

How far to go, and when to ſtop ; "BY 
For Riders often loſe the Race, 
By ſetting out too ſwift a Pace. 


Here 
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Here vicious Governors ſhould ſee 
The dire Effects of Ty ranny, 7 
And how proud Fav'rites have been torn 
From Kings, and made the Peoples ſcorn * 
What Vertues reign'd in Ages paſt, 
When Men were Wiſe and Women Chaſt, 
And how whole Kingdoms have been won 
By Valour, and by Vice undon: 
How Crowns, which purple Seas have cot 
By treach ry have been gain d and loſt ; 
And how Great Men, miſled by Paſſions, 
: Have prov d the bane of wealthy Nations: 
| How Beauty, by engaging Arts, 
Hlath charm'd the moſt heroick Hearts, 
And made Imperial Rulers wave 
Their Scepters to ſome female Slave. 
Here all degrees of human Race, 


Should ſee themſelves, as in a Glaſs,” 


_ And, by a well-digeſted Play, 


Be taught to govern and obey. 
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Here Innocence ſhould ſee the great 
Rewards that do on Vertue wait; 

And Libertines, that ſcoff at Prieſts, 

And make the Holy Text their Jeſts, 
Should in Don Fobn behold the fate | 
Of Princely Rakes, who fin in ſtate, _ 
And prove as Wicked as they're Great. 


This alſo ſhould have been the Seat 
Of Language, of Humour and of, Wit, 
Of Muſick, Poetry, and all - 

The pleaſing Arts Theatrical. 


Here Shakeſpere to Elizion fled, 
And, O rare Ben, ſhould live, tho dead, 
That their inimitable Plays, N 
In others, might a Genius raiſe, 
And teach em to deſerve the Bays. | | 


Here 
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Here modern Wits, by Art, ſhould court 
The Favour of the Noble Sort, 
And in juſt Characters expoſe, 
Sots, Cowards, Proſtitutes and Beaus, 
Who laugh at Vertue, and deſpiſe 
The ſober Counſels of the Wiſe. | 


| But now, the Stage revolts from theſe -- 
Dramatick Rules, that us'd to pleaſe, 
And does, in ſcorn of Wit, impoſe 
Upon the Town, Dumb Raree Shows, 
Compos'd of Vizards and Grimaces, 
Fine Scenes, Machines, and Antick Dreſſes; 
As if old Plays were, by the Proud, 


Thought too inſtructive for the Croud, 


Becauſe they ſhow, in Ages paſt, 
How evil Stateſmen far'd at laſt; 
Ought therefore to be quite ſuſpended, 


| Until the wicked World is mended, 


1 And 


[ 10 |]. 


And nothing be allow d. to teacl- 

The Town, but Action without Speech, 
By Wiſemen ſtil'd, Dunb fooliſh IT bims, 
But by learn d Blockheads Pantomime. 


Here Fove trans forms himſelf, when mad 
For Love, into a Horned Pad, 

And then, his raging Luſt to pleaſe, 
Bulls fair Europa croſs the Seas: 


As if our Stage-Projectors meant, 
When this Dunb Op'ra they prefent, 
T'inform us, by their ſpeechleſs fooling, . 
How Dames of old, like Cows, lov'd Bulling; 
Or, that the Charms one Maid poſleft, 
Could change a God into a Beaſt. 


85 | Why not ? ſince Women oft, we find, 


New-mould their Huſbands to their Mind, 
And Ladies, with their ſweeteſt Looks, 
To Bucks and Rams, turn Lords and Dukes; 


Nan 
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Nah! ride em, if they bear the Rule, 
Ass fair Europa did her Bull, 
And wiſely make the Nuptial Creſt, 

At once their Holdfaſt and their Jeſt. 


Some dam d the Bull, upon the Stage, = 
And thought it gor'd the preſent Ave; 3 
The bluſhing Ladies wiſh'd it thence, 

Thro' Fear the Horns ſhould give Offence, 


E Knowing, by Nuptial Obſervation, 


As well as ſkilful Penetration, 
That Cuckolds, like Fanatick Meeters, 
Are very tender-conſcienc'd Creatures, 5 
And always ſeem much diſcontented, 
When &er themſelves are repreſented, 
However, now, all horned Brutes 

| Are laid afide, to pleaſe Cornutes, 
And, in their room, a Beaſt of Prey, 

More. fierce and terrible than they, 


B 3 | Does 


_ 
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Does from the diſtant Clouds fly down, 
And, roaring, ſcares the gazing Town; 
Not only with his pointed Wings, 
His Tail, his Tallons, and his Stings, 
But with loud Thunder:- claps and Light ning, 
Added to make his Looks more fright * 
Therefore, fair Ladies, when you go 
To ſee this ſad tremendous Show, 
1 by good Luck, you pregnant are, 
Take Courage, or at leaſt take care, 


This monſtrous Enemy to Marriage, 


Makes you not quake and ſpill your Porrage; I 


For dreadful Sounds and Sights uncommon, = 
Are dang' rous to a breeding Woman. 

But J, in hopes to pleaſe you better, 

Shall here deſcribe this frightful Crenture, 

In ſuch a manner as no Bride 

May at the ſight be terrify d, 

But gie her fill, and not fear loſing 
What teeming Ladies gain by Spouſing. 


a 


In | 


E 
In Ballads and in penny Books, 
Oft ſung and ſaid in Chimney-Nooks, 


There is an ancient Tale, concerning 


One Fauſtus, famous for his Learning, 
Whoſe wond'rous Feats, in Times of yore, 
At Fairs and Wakes were lyrick'd oer, 
And made the Sport of rural Sinners, 
1 Chriſtmgs Feaſts and Wedding- Dinners. 
Nor was this Doctor fam for prating 
Of Hebrew, Heathen Greek, or Latin, 
Or, for thoſe common Scraps of Knowledge, 
By c'ery Dunce pick'd up in College; 
But for his depth i in Magick Art, 
As good old Grand- dames do „ 
3 which, when cer he wavd his Wand. 
He could whole Troops of Dey'ls command, 
And make a thouſand Imps and Furies, 
Dance Minuets, Rigadoons, and Bories; 


Force wand'ring Spirits to ariſe, 


And ſhow their Shapes to human Eyes. 
Nah! 
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Nah! by his magick Pow'r, compel 
The Dev'l himſelf, in ſpight of Hell, 
Io ſing a Song, when wiſe Men know 
They have no Harmony below, ; 
And that th infernal Dominator 
Loves Mufick next to Holy- Water: 
It ſounds not therefore very well, 
That Songſters mould ariſe from Hell, : 10 
A place where no Muficians dwell. 3 


However, be it falſe or true, 

What Books report, and Ballads too, 
By all, who would be well contented, . 
To have theſe Devils repreſented, 
Such Wonders may be heard and ſeen, 
At the Great Booth near Lincoln Inn, 
As do with Crouds their Benches fill, 
Tho fitter much for Windmil-Hill; 
Or for the Rounds of Smithfield, where 
That Lordly Magiſtrate the Mayor, 

AN pro. 


UT 
Proclaims a Fair in ſolemn Pomp, 
With twenty Catchpoles at his Rump. 


Thus, when inſtead of | Wit, we find 
Dumb Shows, of an inferior kind, 


Fit only for the Approbation 


Of Mortals in the loweſt Station, 
| Wherein a huge Sham-Dragon flies, 
And dancing Dev'ls in Crouds ariſe, 
The Stage where Poets ſhould delight us, 
Is then, become a Hell to fright us. 
Nor does this Pile, which heretofore 


Was juſtly deem d a Theatre, 


Deſerve, from Harſequin's ancouth 


| Deſigns, a better Name than Baorb : 


For whili# the Laſs preſerves ber Honour, 
We put the ſtyle of Maid upon ber, 
But when corrupted, 10 ber ſhame, 

Mi. brand her with an odigus Name, 


8 
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At tliis new metamorphos d Houſe, G 
| Where Hell does very oft break looſe, 
And where they've little more to brag on, 
Than two good Dev'ls and one huge Dragon, 


The fam d Projector of theſe Shows, 


That vex the Wits but pleaſe the Beaus, 
Does, by his Hocus pocus Art, 

Make all the gazing Audience ſtart, 

In repreſenting to their view, 

The Tricks old Fauſtus us d to der, 
Hoping e relong he ſhall obtain 

The with ring Bays from Drury- Lane, 
Therefore poor Harlequin's ſo civil, 0 


To ſign a Contract with the Devil, 

That the New-Houſe may damn its Rival. 

Ss envious diſcontented N. retches,” 
When defpicably poor, turn Witches, 

And then on Broomſtaves ride in ſtate, 
To be reveng'd of thoſe they hate. 


Thus 


E 
Thus Harlequin, who long had vied 
With Drury-Lane, to low'r its Pride, 
And puzzl'd his contriving Wits, 
To plague his thriving Oppoſites, 
Labour'd in vain till he became 
A Wizard, under Fauſtus Name, 
And then, by th' Power of Necromancy, 
He charm'd and tickl'd eery Fancy, 
From mighty Lords, to City Culls, 


And from great Ladies, down to Trulls; 


For tho ſome Folks, in theſe good Days, 
Like Puritans, may keck at Plays, 
Yet they conceive it no Offence, 
85 To ſee the Doctor's Devil dance; - 
And that's the Reaſon, I ſuppoſe, 
Why Saints and Sinners, Bels and Beaus, 
In crouds, dance aft'r im, e ery Night 
He's pleas d to make himſelf a Sight, 
Thus far, my rude unpoliſh'd Song 
Is but a Proem, tho' too long, 


GC And 
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And now my Muſe intends to make 

The ſpeechleſs Show of Fauſtus ſpake ; 

That is, in Hudibraſtick Verſe, 

He means to lyrick o'er the Farce, 

Which, by dumb A&ion and Grimaces, 
Has gull d ſo many thouſand Aﬀes ; 3 
But, left I ſhould offend the Town, 

_— freely own myſelf as one. 
Excuſe my Muſe, ſhe's forc'd ſometimes, 
To uſe ill-natur' d Words for Rhimes, 7 

When really ſhe intends no hurt, 
But only Snarls to make you ſport; 

As Madam's Lap- Dog does, when Cer 

We kiſs or touch his Lady fair, 

Too long I've kept you in ſuſpence, 

I doubt, by dull Impertinence; - 
But now my Muſe has eas d her Spleen, 
She's juſt beginning to begin, 

Tho fears, her Farce will only ſeem, 

To Men of Sence, the Devil's Dream. 


The 
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The N. aer a 
0K 
Harlequin turn d Doctor Faaſtus, 
Ac l. beine The Do@or's Study. 


He firſt thing Harlequin preſents ye, 


Moſt humbly hoping to content ye, 


1s his own Perſon, in the ſhape 
5 Fauſtus, whom he ſtrives to ape, 
But dreſs d in a Pricifian's Coat, 
: Or formal Cloak, as if he taught 
| Some Alley Conventicle, where 
The Saints, for good Advice, repair, 
Juſt ſuch a Dreſs as, heretofore, 
Old Fauſtus in his Study wore, 


When the poor Conj rer was ſo civil, 


To ſtrike a Bargain with the Devil, 
Which made the ſubterranean Prince 


Of Darkneſs, love the Garb eer ſince, 


C2 Ex- 
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Expecting each fanatick Brother, 
Will Sign and Seal ſome time or other ; 
Not ſuch as deal in Alms and Pray'rs, 
But thoſe Religious Conjurers, 

Who, tho they boaſt their Goſ pel-Labours, 
Thro' Envy, make i it their Endeavours, 0 
To raiſe the Dev'l among their Neighbours.) 


As Harlequin with ſober Looks, 
Sits muſing near his Shelves of Books, 
With his good Genius and his bad, 
In white and ſable Garments clad, 


: Contending, in harmonious Lays, 

To lead the Doctor diff rent ways, 

But thirſt of Knowledge makes him chuſe 

Th'Advice he's caution'd to refuſe. 
Now from a corner of the Skies, 

A ſtrange Epiſtle downward flies, 

And ſhoots itſelf, directly plumb, 

. Twixt Hers s Finger and his Thumb. 


The 
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The Superſcription of which Letter 
Is turn'd tow'rds every Spectator, 
That Boxes, Galleries and Pit, 
Should ſee what Hand the Dev'l had writ, 


Which, to each Curious * appears 

As grand as a Commiſſioner 8, 
Who, when he Signs, will let us ſee 
Ale ſcribbles by Authority. 


But tell me, Criticks, if you plecte, | 


You that are ſeilld in Niceties, 
Why does this Letter from above. 
. Fly down, as if It came from * ? 


When ſome young trap-door Imp, from Hell, 
| Might have deliver'd it as well ; 


For what's directed from the Cin 


Seems to be ſent us by the Gods; 
But what th Inſernal Prince diſpatches, 


To Wizards, Conjurers, or Witches, 
Should upwards be convey'd, to ſhow, 


Twas Hocus d docus d from below : 3 


| Tho 
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Tho' this their Advocates may ſay, 
That the Poſt-Dev'l miſtook his Way. 
But that Excuſe is next to none, 


Since Doctor Harlequin muſt own, 


There's not an Imp the Dev'l eſpouſes, I 
Or tempting Fiend that Hell produces, 5 
But knows the Road to both the Houfes. 
8 Reaſon to be given, 
Why the Scrowl drops, as if from Heaven, 
Muſt be our Conjurer's deſire 
To ſhew what Magick lies in Wire, : 
By th Pow'r of which, we do ſuppoſe, 
All Puppits move in Puppit- Shows, 
Leap, tumble, dance like little Fairies, 
And play a thouſand ſtrange Figaries, 
Which oft delude the fond Spectators, 
To vow and {wear they re living Creatures. 
| Why then ſhould ſuch ingenious Arts 
Be ridicul'd by Men of Parts ? 
; _ When 
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When us d with Judgment to ſurprize 
Great Perſons, moſt profoundly wiſe. 
O vain attempt to thus impoſe 
On Lords and Ladies, Wits and Beaus, 
When, by the way, tho Juglers Tricks 
May puzzle Fools and Country Hicks, 
Let wiſer Heads diſcern the Cheat, 
And, ſcoffing, laugh at the Deceit. 
The Dev'l who has more Traps to take us, 
Than Mouſe- trap- builder e er could make us, 
: Exhibits, now, Bait after Bait, 
T entice the Doctor to his Net, 


55 Sings! like an Angle t to allure him; 


But can't, as yet, in Bonds ſecure him, 
Tempts him with e ery worldly Good, 

To fign the Contract with his Blood, 
Lays him down Crowns and Scepters too, 
But ſtill the Dev'l a bit twill do. 
At laſt, by means of ſome Adviſer, 
His ſable Highneſs growing wiſer, 

5 . Re 
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Reſolv'd to introduce ſo ſweet, 
So fine, ſo charming a Deceit, 
That Fleſh and Blood, tho ne er ſo cautious, 
Should not withſtand a Bait ſo luſheous. 
And what d'ye think this ſtrange uncommon 

Expedient prov d to be, but Woman, 

A tempting Dev'l in Helen's Shape, 
On whom Young Paris made a Rape; 
And by his vile adult rous action pe 
Brought Ilium into ſad diſtraction: | 
Accordingly up ſtarts the Shade 
Of this alluring pritty Jade, 
With Face ſo fair, and Eyes ſo bright, 
Her Breaſts fo round, her Skin fo white, 
Her Hips ſo plump, her Waſte ſo ſmall, 
Her Looks o Angel-like withal, 
That not a gazing Saint or Sinner, 
Conld gueſs ſhe had the Devil in "BY 


Nor had this lovely Grecian Ghoſt 
Alone theſe ſoothing Charms to boaſt, 


But 


— 
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But ſung ſo ſweetly to entice 
The Doctor's Ears, as well as Eyes, 
That he was all on fire to board her, 
As ſoon as e er he ad ſeen and heard her, 
But that the Devil, who watch d the Water 
Of his new fine bewitching Daughter, 
Step'd i in between, and would not ſuffer 
What Fauſtur was about to offer, 
Or elſe the Doctor would have try d 

Whether his new intended Bride, 
i Had been equip'd, like other Laſſes, 
. With Fleſh and Blood, for Man's Embraces. 


Now after all the fruitleſs Baits, 5 
The Wiles, the Traps, the Snares, the Nets, 
That Maferſtafiles had try d, : 5 
Aud Harlequin as oft defy'd, 

This laſt Temptation was ſo bright, 

1 That Reaſon ſtagger'd at the ſight ; 
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And as that great Director fail'd, 
The Dev'l and all his Works -ecvaitd. 
So that poor Fauſtus now was ready 
To ſign and ſeal, for one ſweet Play-day 
With this fine Viſionary Lady. | 
Thus Beauty, tho' it's all but Air, 
A gloſſy Shade that decks the Fair, 
Let wiſer Man cannot ſecure 
His Breaſt againſt that fatal Lure, 
But when he's tempted flies in haſte, 

To graſp what proves his bane at laſt ; 
For fo our Zany- Fauſtus far'd, 

When beauteous Helens Shade appear 4, 
And with her Charms ſo ſtruck his Heart, | 
= ſpight of all his magick Art, 

That he, like other am'rous Fools, 
Broke thro”, at once, weak Reaton's Rules, 
And yielding to the fair Temptation, 

In hopes to gratify his Paſſion,, + 

Both ſigu d and feal'd his own Damnation. 


From 


m 
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From hence, we learn what Love will make 


Poor Lovers do, for Beauty's ſake, 


Whoſe Pow' r no Mortal can withſtand, 
Till Age has Pin d the upper. hand. 


No ſooner had the Doctor ſigu d 


His Contract to the Devil's Mind, 
Upon Condition to enjoy 
The Fair One who had ruin'd Troy, 
But running with extended Arms 
To take poſſeſſion of her Charms, 


Young Helen, like a jilting Minx, 


From his Embraces downwards finks, 
And when poor Fauſtus would have kils'd her, 
p ſtarts old Belzebub's own Siſter, 


An ugly Hag, as Ican and frightful 


As Envy, and her Looks as ſpighti ul, 
So deſpicably poor and thin, 


0 
As if her Food had n ( 
Tobacco Quids and Royal Gn. \ . 


D 2 Thus 
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Thus he that's fond, to an Exceſs, 
Of painted Looks and gaudy Dreſs, | 
May fancy his alluring Bride, 


An Angel in her wedding Pride, 
But when the Damſel' 8 unattir'd, 


The Beauty's fled that he admir' d; 

And he that choſe her for her Charms, 
May find the Devil in his Arms. 

The Doctor now thought very ſtrange 

Of this prepoſt rous ſudden Change, 

And ſtood a while in ſuch ſurpriſe, 

That he covld ſcarce believe his Eyes, 

But found, as moſt Men do, too late, 

His am'rous Folly and his Fate, 

And that the Dev'l had quite undone him, 

By putting this damn d Trick upon him; 

Therefore reſolv d to triumph der 

Th Infernals, by his magick Pow r, 

And make em ſervile for the time 

Agreed upon, twixt them and him, 

Almoſt 


oft 
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Almoſt forgetting to condole 

The loſs of his immortal Soul, 

Which pleas d the Dev fo wendoun well, 
He laugh d three times, and ſunk to Hell. 


Fauſtus, of Helen thus bereft, 
In mournful Solitude is left, 


And to his Books does now repair, 
EN hopes to find ſome Comfort there, 
ES Striking a Folio with his Wand, 
And down it drops into his Hand, 
O er which he muſing ſits a while, 
Reflecting on the Devil's Guile. 


Thus he that's guided by his Luft, 
Docs to 4 dang rous Pilot truſt, 


IW ho ſhows him oft the pleaſing Strand, 
Or wiſb d for Shore that's near at hand, . 


But drowns him ere he gains the Land. 


The End of the Firſt AR. 


Act 
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Act II. Scene, The Doctor Houſe. 


Was now about the Ides of June, 
When Men and Maids together run, 
With Forks and Rakes to ſpend the Day 
In rural Sports and making Hay, 
That Fauſtus firſt began to ſhew 
The Wonders he had pow'r to do, 
| Reſolving now to make ſome Sport, 
And lead a merry Life, tho ſhort; 
- Accordingly, as half a Score 
| Briſk Lads and Laſſes paſsd his Door, 5 
All dancing in a merry Mood, 
| Tow'rds Fields adjacent to a Wood, 
The Doctor, by his Art, well knowing 
Which way the Nymphe and Swains were going 
Soon follow d, bearing in his Hand 
That pow 'rful Staff, his Conj ring Wand, 


Without the ſkilful uſe of which 


No Dev'l would cer riſe off his Breech, 
But 
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But all, like lazy Louts, withſtand 
The Doctor's poſitive Command. 
- ſtubborn School boys ne er apply 
To Book, except the Rod be nigh. 


Nor will the Fade that's reſiy, ſtir, 
Without the uſe of Whip or ___ 
5 a Hay-Catr in a Meadow Seve 
by a Wood. 
The Doctor now, with nimble Hooks, 
Ent ring the fertile Meads and Fields, 
Found ſome at Work, ſome full of Play, 
Some carting, others cocking Hay, 
Some lazing on the ſhady Banks, 
Some telling Tales, ſome playing Pranks, 
Some hungry Clowns diſpos d to guttle, 
Some ſucking at the Leathern Bottle, 
' Whilſt thoſe that thought a Vet no let, 
Did to their Scythes new edges ſet, 


And laviſh'd half their time in fidd'ling 


About their Tools, to cloak their id ling. 


As 
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As Lawyers Clerks, who hate much pains, 
Negleciful of their Maſters Gains, 
Inſtead of minding Bonds or Leaſes, 
Sit whitt ling uſeful Pens to pieces. 
The Doctor having now a fancy 
To exerciſe his Necromancy, 
Strikes with his magick Wand the Ground, 
And ſtrait is heard a pleaſing Sound, 
The Lads and Laſſes rowl their Eyes 
| Around the Fields in great ſurpriſe, 


: Unable to diſcover whence 

Aroſe theſe | ſweet melodious Strains, 

No blind Crowdero, lame and old, 

Or piping Swain, could they behold, 
No Fidlers ſtroling to à Fair, 
Or Barber, with his Citern, there; 
Let with the Muſick which they heard, | ” 
They were at once both pleas d and ſcar d. 7 

Like Dam. 'ſels ripe for Generation, 


| Raviſt d 'twixt t Force and Inclination. 
Fauftus 
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Fauſtus obſerving ſome delighted, 
And others with his Muſick frighted, 
Reſolv'd, before the Ruſticks parted, 
To make the gaping Crew light-hearted; 


Accordingly, with awful hand, 
He waves his diabolick Wand, 
And by his Pow'r compels em all 

| To dance as at a Buttock-Ball, 

{| Where Belly-Bobs give no diſtaſte, 
. But Rudeneſs paſſes for a Teſt, 

i And e ery cloſe indecent Squeeſe, 
Betwixt the Navel and the Knees, 
Are only taken by the Fair, 

1 To ſignify the Love you bear. 
When, for ſome time, the Rev 'el- Rout 
Had friſk'd their nimble Tails about, 
The Doctor, willing to conclude 

This merry hoid ning Interlude, 
Circles his magick Sceptre round 


= And round, upon the inchanted Ground, 
333 N 33 "Till 
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Till by the Motions of his Rod, 
With now and then a Stamp or Nod, 
He does the Clowns together muſter, 


And makes 'em dance into a Cluſter : z 
Then, as directed by the Spell, 
They hobble out, ſo fare em well. 
Thus when the Dev'l, as here tis ſhown us, 
Has got an ugly bank upon us, 
Our Bodies and our Minds he teaſes, 
And makes us do what c er be pleaſes. 
Therefore,ye Clowns, from hence tale warning, 
And ſay your Pray rs both Night and Morning, 
Then can no Fairies pinch your Arms, 
Or Wizards plague ye with their Charms, 
No Hage beſtride you in your Beds, 
And gallup ye like Hackney Fades, 
At Midnight, thro' the miſty Air, 
Oer H ils and Steeples, G-- knows where, 
But, as your good old Grandames ſa * A 
Tou may 9 %, 4 you but pray, 


2 
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Al magick Spells, or Witches pride, 
The Dev'l and all bis Works beſide. | 


Scene, Tbe Doctor s Houſe. 
The Doctor, having play d his Tricks 


Among the Jugs and Country Hicks, 


Does to his Manſion-Houſe repair, 


_ Tattend his F ortune-telling there. 

5 No ſooner is the Wizard come, 
From the adjacent Meadows, hw” 
But two young merry Jades make bold, 
And knock, to have their Fortunes told. 

The Doctor's Man, as arch a Knave 


As any Conjurer need have, 


Opens the Door with humble Mein, 


And, bowing low, invites em in. 


Scene, The Doctors Study. 


Then leads em to the Study, where 
| They ſilently ſit down and ſtare 


E 


At 


1 

At the Books, Globes, and Allegators, 
Huge Snakes, and other monſtrous Creatures, 
Us'd by moſt Emp'ricks to delight, 
Or rather to amuſe the ſight 1 5 0 
Of the poor Fools they mean to bite. 

Thus Fauſtus makes the Maidens wait : 
A little while, in point of State, 
At length approaches, and to ſhow 
His College-Breeding, bows full low. 
For you muſt know, That artful Men. 
Can bend i in c ery part for Gain, 
Tet fil cbe pride of Heart retain. 
' The Doctor thus ſalutes the Laſſes, 
| But not a Word between 'em pailes ; ; 


For Scholars vers'd in magick Art, 
By Signs, their Sentiments impart, 
And can another's Meaning reach, 
By gaping, better than by Speech. 
So rbe⸗ Free- Maſons habe a way, 
By private Signals, to convey 


_ Their 


EW 

Their ſecret Minds to one another, 
And can at once command a Brother, 
To quit bis Scaffold and deſcend 
The Ladder, to ſalute bis Friend ; 
And this they do, as Fame records, 
Without the needleſs ſound of Words, 
Which makes th illnatur'd World conjecture, 
C4 nftead of uſeful Architecture) 5 
Tbey, in Ars Magic, have ſome dealing, 
Aud with the Dev'l a fellow feeling; 
For Secrets by ſuch numbers beld, 
Aufi be ſiſpected, whilf# conceal d, 
Beeanſe if good, they! 4 be reveal 4. 


Fauſtus, who is, among the reſt, 
As free a Maſon : as the beſt, 


Having thus giv n, by dumb Expreſſion, 
The Maids a filent Salutation, 
Now importunes em, by a Sign, 


To eat, and drink a Glaſs of Wine, 
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The Damſels freely condeſcend, 
And, No, I thank you, Sir, ſuſpend; 
The Doctor then lifts up his Hand, 
And ſtrikes the Wainſcot with his Wand; 
Upon which Signal out there ſtarts 
A Table, ſpread with Fowls and Tarts ; 
Alſo a Sideboard fill d with Glaſſes, 
And Wine to entertain the Laſſes, 
_ All conjur'd i in with ſo much haſte, 

T amuſe the Eye and pleaſe the Taſte, 


. As if the Dev'l, give him his due, 


Had been both Cook and Butler too ; 
For Br----n, whoſe bus neſs tis to pleaſe 
Rich Beaus with coſtly Frigaſies, 
In twice the time, was never able 
To furniſh out ſo nice a Table. 

The Maids now eat and drink their fill, 
As rural hungry Stomachs will, 
Not thinking that the Doctor's Feaſt 
Had been in Satan's Kitchen dreſs d, 


But 
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But fed like any Farmer's Daughters, 

Suſpecting nothing of ſuch Matters; 
For had they known by whoſe kind Aid 

Their Banquet had been thus convey d, 

And that Old Nick had cook d the Treat, ) 

Perhaps, in ſpight, the Dev'l a Bit : 8 

The ſqueamiſh Goſſips would have eat. 

Loud knocking at the Doctors Door, 

Is now repeated oer and Oer: 

| At length two tumbling Deen truſs'd * 
In Trunks, like Dancers on the Rope, 

Are gravely introduc'd, to ſhow 

Their Palms, that they their Fates may know. 


For Conjurers, who Fortunes tell, 


Altho their Cunning is from Hell, 
Tet they pretend to Laws and Rules, 
By which they cheat believing Fools, 
And oft perſwade em to agree, "© 
That they can future Chance Reeker, 0 
By Planets, Moles, or Oy 2 


CT 
Accordingly the Doctor looks 
Upon their Hands as Nature's Books, 


Examines ery Line or Streak, 
Tho' harder to be read than Greek; 

At length, diſcovers I in their Palms, 

Carts, Gibbets, penitential Pſalms, 
Ropes, Noſegays, Pray'r-Books, and a Rout 
Of gazing Rabble round about, 1 
The Hangman and a guard of Ruffians, 


Lament ing Whores, coach d up with Coffins, Þ 


And all the Marks that could portend 

A finful Life and ſhameful End: 
Thea thinking he by Art had read 
What Satan thus had put in's Head, 
By Signs, he makes the Tumblers know, 
The Rope would prove their overthrow : 
They, fearleſs of their Fate, deſpiſe 
The Doctor and their Deſtinies, 

And ſo concluding not to pay 

Their Fees, they laughing {kid away. 


The 
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The Wizard, vexing to behold 

Himſelf and Art thus ridicul'd, . . 

Now ſhakes his Wand with Indignation, 
And brings em back by Conjuration, 
Dancing upon their Hands and Heads, 
To further entertain the Maids: 

Thus plagues the Rogues, till meer Compaſſion 
Makes him revoke his Incantation, 
And then away the Vagrants ſcour, 5 

Like Light ning, from the Doctor's Door, 

Dreading what they deſpis'd before. 


E Orchard. Thieves, as Grandames tell, 
Ercompaſs 4 by a Midnight Spell, 

When early Day-light has diſſoly'd 

The Charm by which they were involu d, 
Run home more wild than Foreſt Horſes : "OP 
As if Old Nick Was at their Arſes. 8 
From whence all Mortals may deduce 


T bis exc'lent Rule, of wond'rous uſe 5 
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Which is, Nhe values peaceful Honte, 
Muſ! ne'er offend Superior Pom 74. | 
Whether deriv d from Good or Evil, 
Tis always ſafe, as well as civil, 
To bold Candle to tbe Devil. 
The Doctor now His Exit makes, 
And with him- both the-Lafſes take: 
No ſooner has he turn di this Back 8 
Upon the Claret and the Sac, 
But the arch Man, bekind his n 
Reſolves to make himſelf Aa Taſter ; 
Accordingly he goes abet 


I0 fill a thumping Bumper out; 
But Fanſtns cheats him, in a Joke, 
And turns the Wine to Fire and Smoke, 
From whence ſuch helliſh Fumes aroſe, 
As gave Otfence to e ery Noſe, 
Touchiug the Senſe ſo piping hot, 
That eery grave Fanatick thought 
He ſmelt a ſecond Powder-Plot. 
This 


Down from the Mill to take a Dance; 1 
5 By chance, we ſay, becauſe we know | 


There's not one Motive in the Show, 


So merry by herſelf at Home, 


| Thoſe Plagues that ſkip from Breaſt to Breaſt, 
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This artful piece of Conjuration, 
This pritty witty Tranſmutation, 
Commands an Upper - Gallery Laugh, 
The while, Pilgarlick marches off. 
Thus many things, we find, will {lip 
As Proverb ſays, twixt Cup and Lip: : 
N. or hing i is fure ith courſe of Fortune, 
But Death and J. axes, Gy are cettain. 


Scene, a W indmil. 
K 4 
The Miller's Wife now ſteps, by ch _ 


That could induce her to become 


Except the Goſſip meant, for eaſe, .. 
To ſhake off her tormenting Fleas, 


And feaſt, where Man is glad to taſte. 
F 2 


The 
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The Miller, who abroad had been, 
To take a Cup of Ale or Gin, 
Returns, does to his Mill repair, 

But finds no truſty Helpmate there; 

Comes down and ſpies the airy Jade 
Friſking her Tail about like mad. 

The Miller, pleas d to ſee her Humour, 
Chimes in and dances with his Gammar: 
Nou both their Heels were ſo employ d, 

And toſt about, as if they tryd 
Who was the nimbleſt, who the ſtrongeſt, 

And which oth' two could dance the longeſt; 
5 aſt as they do at Fairs and Wakes, 

When Smocks or Gloves are made the Stakes. 
At length their active Legs and i Thighs, 
B' ing weary of this exerciſe, 

They kiſs, when they have danc'd 1 fill, 
And ti trip the Stairs into the Mill, 


To ſweeter Paſtimes, full as good, 
10 pleats the Limbs and ſtir the Blood. 


As it their Inclinations | +") 1 : t 
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So rakiſh Beaus and buxom Fades, 
At Buttock-Balls and Maſquerades, 
Firſt dance, and then away they move 
In couples, to refreſh their Love. : 
The Door in his hand now takes 


ALetter, and his entry makes, 


Calls down the Miller from his Dame, 


To ſend the Bumpkin with the ſame. 

The Miller, fearing to offend, 
Does at the Doctors Beck deſcend, 
And after many Points and Signs, 


| Receives, and Pockets up the Lines; 


But ſtill, thro Dulneſs, could not find 


The Place to which they were conlign'd, 
The Doctor huffs and ſtruts about, 


The Miller then begins to flout, 


And ſucks his horny Thumbs, to how 
He will not of the Errand go; 
The Doctor, angry with the Looby, 


To find him ſuch a ſullen Booby, 
. Strikes 
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Strikes up his Heels, and turns the Clown 


Upon his brawny Buttocks, down: 
The Miller, whoſe impatient Rump 
Grew angry at this mortal Thump, 
Starts up, and with his mealy Cap, 
Gives Harlequin a duſty flap, 
Which ſets the Conjurer a ſneezing, 
And to his Eyes proves very teaſing. 
This pretty Jeſt, in which does ſhine, 
So much Contrivance and Deſign, 
L Does ſuch a Laugh and Clap command, 
From cery Mouth and cery Hand, 
As if our brighteſt Wits had been 
Projectors of this wondrous Scene; 
Tho ſome ill- natur d carping Fools, 
Unſkill'd in new Dramatick Rules, 
Suſpect the Author ſtole the whole 
From ſome old Merry-Andrew's Droll, 
Contriv'd to make the Rabble laugh, 
And puſh his Maſter's Packets off. 


But 
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But Quality, in this bright Age, 
Thoſe awful Judges of the Stage, 
On whoſe dread Looks, as Poets ſay, 
Depends the Fate of e ery Play, 


May, {urely, if themſelves think fit, 


Applaud what's neither Senſe nor Wit, 


And tor their own Diverſion chuſe 


Dumb Action, ſuch as Monkeys uſe. 


+ The Doctor, having loſt fair Helen, 


Now. wants to have a fellow- feeling 
With buxom Foan, the Miller's Wife, 
And only darling of his Life; 
Accordingly, to gain his Will, 
Upſtairs he runs into the Mill, 
And at the Window finds the Dame, 
With whom he hop'd to quench his Flame, 
There gives her Earneſt, in a few 


Sweet Kiſſes, what he meant to do. 


The Miller, looking upwards, ſees him 


About ſuch Work as did not pleaſe him, 


The 


N 
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Then mounts the Mill, with jealous Heart 
And nimble Heels, to ſpoil their Sport, 
But running to the Window where : 
He ad ſeen the Doctot and his Dear; 
From thence they undiſcover'd creep, 
And at another op ning peeßpß. - 11 
The Miller, growing now as full 


Of Fury as a jealous Bull, f 
Takes it, by what he'ad ſeen, for granted, 1 
His Horns were planting, if not planted: | 
And thus enrag'd, Revenge he vows, ; 1 
Upon his Rival and his Spouſe: ; 
But Doctor Harlequin, to fly I 
The Danger that appear'd ſo nigh, of 
Climbs the out Corniſh of the Mill, 1 1 
But angry Ralph perſues him ſtill, | 
And round they run, like Rats when Sporting, Y 
Or Rival. Boar-Cats when they re courting, 1 
Endang ring, by a Trip or Stumble, \ 


Their Necks, at leaſt an ugly Tumble, 
That 


e 
That muſt have cool d the heat of Youth, 
And laid the Courage of them both. 
I But Lovers ſeldom fear their Lives, 


| When Woman draws and Fancy drives. 


Now Harlequin, with giddy Crown, 


Forſakes his rounding and comes down, 


The Miller after him, as faſt; 
As {weet Revenge could give him haſt ; 
Both eager, one to ſhun his Fate, 
Which t other hop d to perpetrate 3 

| Bar Harlequin, whoſe Heels had ſtill 
The ſtart of him that owr'd the Mill, 

Now climbs the Shrowds unto the top, 
And leaves the Cuckold ſtaring up : 
But headftrong Jealouſy, that fears 
No Female Traps or Rival's Snares, 

Still ſpurs and urges him to chaſe 


His nimble Foe, from Place to Place, 

Who ſtands aloft, and with his Laughter, 

Teaſes and dares him to come aſter : - 
— in 
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The Miller highly vex'd hereat, 5 
Begins to climb like any Cat; 


Which Harlequin no ſooner ſees, 


But jumping quits the Shrowds with eaſe; [ 
And having now again recourſe ] 
To his old Art, does, by the force | 
Of Magick, whirl about the Sail, f 
As faſt as if it blow'd a Gale: 
The Miller clinging cloſe, thro fear 
He ſhould be toſs'd the L---d knows where, 


| Cries out aloud for help, but none 


Can ſtop his Wings from flying on. 
The Wife comes running down in haſt, 


Beholds the Sight, and looks aghaſt, 


Stands trembling, whilſt her Looby flies, 
Witch Heels now pointing tow'rds the Skies 


- 


Which then again, in half the round, 


Are turn'd near Neighbours to the Ground. 
This merry Whimſy does obtain 
A Laugh from all Degrees of Men; 


And 


E 


And when they laugh, you may be ſure 
The Women never look demure. 


A Sack of Grain, which had before 
Been planted near the Miller's Door, 
In order, as we may ſuppoſe, 


For grinding, when the Wind aroſe, 


Now takes a ſudden ſtrange Figary, 


And ſkips and dances like a F airy: 

A rare Conceit, the World muſt own, 
5 To pleaſe the Humour of the Town: 
Fur it muſt needs delight the Eye, 
To ſee a Sack of WW. heat or Rye 
E merry, when it c tax d fo high. 


The Conjurer, who thus had teas d 
Poor Ralpb, and his own Fancy pleas d, 
Nou flides away, concludes the Jeſt, 

| And leaves the flying Sails to reſt. 
The Miller's Man, amaz'd to fee 

| His Maſter in this Jeopardy, 
| V But 


1 


But findivg that the Shrowds inclin'd 


To lack their pace, for want of Wind, 


Nou lends a hand in time of need, 
That does at once obſtruct their ſpeed, 


And, like a kind good-natur'd Clown, 


| Helps his poor giddy Maſter down, 
Depriv'd of Senſe by panick Fear, 


And drunk with Motion and with Ar, 


Who, at firſt Landing, reels about, 


As if oercome with Ale or Stout, 


And belches out the ſwallow'd Wind, 


| Not only upwards, but behind, 
Till, by degrees, poor Ralpho gains 
His Legs and reconciles his Brains; 


. Which he' as no ſooner done, but in 


Again comes merry Harlequin, 


Dicguird like an odd looking Fellow, 
Tth' ſhape of a huge Punchionello, 
With artificial Head and Hat 


F ix'd oer his own unlucky Pate, 


And 
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And two falſe Arms upon his Shoulders, 
Jo cheat the Eyes of the Beholders, 
A wonderful ſurpriſing Piece 
Of Art, unknown to Rome or Greece, 
Contriv'd upon this grand Occaſion, 
To gain the Houſe a Reputation. 
” For when our Players pleaſe the tat 
Of Fools, they always thrive the beft : 
The wiſer fe are ſorry Friends, 
_ The Stage upon the Crowd depends, 
They raiſe the Pence, and by their Praiſe 
Direct that Fools- -cap call d, the Bales. 
Therefore no wonder Wit ſhould fail, 
And idle Whims ſucceed fo well, 
Since in theſe Times we may diſcern 


Men love to laugh, and not to learn. 


Punch nimbly dances to and fro, 
His great activity to ſhow, 
And with diſtorted Back and Breaſt 
Makes e'ery Step he takes, a Jeſt ; 


But 
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But had the Butterfly been there, 
Which always ſhould with Punch appear, 
The Lords and Ladies muſt have hurt 
Their Sides with laughing at the Sport. 
But fince the Butterfly was miſling, 
Which made the Show not half ſo pleaſing. 
They ſnou d have turn d their Cope to Hai ng) 


The Miller and his truſty Fellow, 
Stood gaping now at Punchionello. 
At length, for Reaſons good, ſurmis d, 
That Punch was Harlequin diſguis d, 

The very Knave that had of late 
So plagn'd him and defild his Mate, 


| Therefore reſolv'd to have his one, 


Or at leaſt cripple him, if he cou'd ; 

The Clowns accordingly advancing, 

Seize Punchionello as he's dancing, 

And, without Mercy, drawing out 

Their n Knives to cut his Throat, 
Per- 


Y: 
Perſue their Rage, and with a jirk 
Whip off his Head, to make ſure work. 


Punch troubles not his Brains about it, 


But dances full as well without it: 
Th Aſſaſſins both ſeem greatly frighted, 
But the Speaators much delighted: a 
1 was very pritty, all Folks ſaid, 
To ſee Punch dance without his Head, 
And keep true Time when' 5 Ears were gone, 
As well as if he ad had em on. 
The Miller and his Man ſtood quite : 
= Confounded at ſo odd a fi ght, 
At laſt take courage and agree, 
Once more tattack their Enemy : ; 
And now, whilſt their Revenge is warm, 
Each Ruffain amputates an Arm, 
And ina F. ury toſſes by 
The ſame, where they neglected ly g 


Punch keeps on dancing, , not regarding 


The loſs of Head or Arms a Farthing, 


[30 ] 
But ſeems as briſk to the Beholders, 
As if they ſtill were on his Shoulders, 
Tho' numbers ſtood amaz d and ſaid, 
Twas ſtrange, in all the Steps he made, 
His Heels ſhould never miſs his Head. 


His cruel Foes perplex' d to ſee 
This long ſurviving Prodigy, 
Once more reſolve to have his Blood, 
And rip his Guts out, if they cou'd; 
Accordingly, a third Eſſay 
They make, to take his Life away; 
But as the Clowns are cutting ope 
Poor Punch, to let his Garbiſh drop, 
Out ſkuttles Harlequin, and ſaves 
_ Intrails from the bloody Knaves: 
Thus flies their Rage, as quick as wind, 
And leaves his mangl'd Caſe behind. 
The frighted Miller claws his Ears, 


His Mon, worſe Sally d, apes and ſtares, 


AR 


Both 
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Both looking as profoundly filly, 
As Tipſtaff, Conſtable, or Baily, 
When to their Scandal and their Coſt, 
They have ſome ſcufff ing Pris ner loft. 


Exceſſive Claps, profuſely loud, 
Were now moſt laviſhly beſtow'd. 
No wonder, for what Tongue could hifs F 
At ſuch a grand Device as this? 
Not only worthy of the Smiles | 

Of thoſe that rule the Bririſb Iles, 
But e ery Mortal that delights, 
In Raree· Shows and pritty Sights, 


Next, to compleat this artful Scene, 

Aloft appears a tine Machine, 1 

A Chariot, ſuch as Play- houſe Gods 

Oft take a turn in thro the Clouds, 
When they deſcend near Earth, to know 
How merry Mortals live below, 
Upon the flying Horſe or Mare, 

That whirls this Chariot thro the Air, 

1 N The 
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The Miller and his Man Lol. poop, 

Sit highly mounted, Cock-a-hoop, 

And in the Body of the Machine, 

The Miller's Wife and Harlequin, 

He toying, ſhe as ripe for Jading, 

As if juſt come from Maſquerading; 

And thus the Rivals, who, of late, 
Were greater Foes than Dog and Cat, 
Now ride aloft, twixt Earth and Sky, 


5 As Witches do on Hurdles fly, 


And after all their ſnarling Ruffles, 
Revengeful Broils and blood y Scuffles, 
They in a Moment ſeem to be 
lu perfect Love and Amity 3 

So, without further jealous Feuds, 


"The Scene, in nubibus, concludes. 


Hereby we ſee how Men that dread 7 


The ſe andal of a forked Head, 
Bluſter like Bullies, to ſecure 


Their Wives from any looſe Amour, 


7 
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But when, by chance, they ſhall diſcover 
The thing they fear'd is done and over, 
Their Courage flags, and they become 
Obedient Slaves bo Cuckoldom, 
Fondle their Wi ives, like tame M. iſeakers. | 
And fawn upon their Cuckoldmakers. 


eee eee 
” I. Scene, The Doftor's Houſe. 


O Fauftus having gain d renown, 


Ine ery neighb ring School and Towr n, 


Por thus reducing to obedience 


The Dev l and all his airy Legions, 
Some learn'd Collegiats have a Fancy 
To pry into his Necromancy, 

And ſee by what ſtrange Conjuration, 

Head merited ſuch Reputation, 


H-3- Accord- 
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Accordingly, in Scholars-Gowns 
And Trenchard- Caps upon their Crowns, 
They knock at Fauſtus Gate, and gain 

Admittance by the Doctor's Man; 

Apologies they ſeem to make, 

By Signs, but not a Word they ſpeak; 
Which to an Audience from the City, 5 
Seems wondrous Fine, prodigious Pritty, 
Becauſe they give, as it appears, 2 
Their Eyes the pref'rence of their Ears, 
15 And wave their Intellects w fr. 
| Their minds on hocus pocus Tricks 


_- The Scholars being uſher'd in, 

To Doctor Fauſtus Harlequin, 

Find ſeveral other Gownmen there, 
| Converſing with the Conjurer; - 
For Students touch'd with Melancholick, - 
Are prone to Myſteries Diabolick, 


And 
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And love to talk with Men that know 
The Secrets of the Pow rs below, , 
Who by infernal Arts can bring 
The Dev'l to follow'm in a String, 
And, Hibre Biſke, make him Shew 
What ever Tricks they bid him do. 

i The Scholars having humbly bald 

Their ſilent Compliment, and made 

A tacit Signal, that expreſt | 

A dumb but mannerly Requeſt, Es ah 

That the learn' d Doctor would . 

A Spec'men of his Magick Art. 

; In anſwer, Fanſtus fignifies, 

y courteous Signs, that he complies; 
Accordingly he ſtrikes his Wand 
Againſt the Ground, and does command, 

The Shades of Hero and Leander, 

To crofs the Styx and hither wander, 

A ſtrange long Journey from below : 

But if the Reader wants to know 

5 _Thim- 
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Th'important Bus'neſs they have here, 

T1I tell him why they do appear; 

Theſe Lovers who had long been drown'd, 
Tho' living now upon dry Ground, 

Are conjur'd from Eyſium hither, 

To chant a doleful Song together, 

In the fine new familiar way 

Of Singing, as a Man may lays 

Tis true, Old Charon Acts his part, 

And Sings a Ballad with ſome Art, 


wherein he proves that Thunder, Plunder, 


And Wonder, gingle well with Blunder ; 
Yet without Scandal to the reſt, 

Of all their Devils D- * the beſt, 

Who has acquir'd, by Time, and Study, 
The nack of pleaſing e ery Body; , 
A happy Talent, which the Great, 5 
That Rule i in Pomp and Ride in State, 7 
Could never boaſt except of late. 5 


The 
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The Lovers having ſung their Song, 
Not ſhort and ſweet, but dull and long, 
Soon vaniſh'd from this groſſer Air, 
To live in Bliſs, we know not where; 
Charon attending in his Poſt | 
To ferry 'm to the happy Coaſt, 
A Paradiſe, or place of Joy, | 
To which departed Spirits fly, 
But ne er poſſeſs until we Die. 


"Wow Ladies, you that "WS been bedded 
By truſty Friends, or fairly wedded, 
If powerful Love's prolifick Dart“ 85 
Has touch d you in a tender Part, 
I, Pray fortify the fruits of Marriage, 
And all ſtol'n Leaps, againſt Miſcarriage, 
That what I ſhall deſcribe, to pleaſe. ve, 
May make no pregnant Dame uneaſy; 5 
For lo, a Monſter next appears, 


Not ſeen till now, this Thouſand Lean, 
a; 


n 
As big and long from Teeth to Tail, 
As Trojan Horſe or Greenland Whale, 
And at one Meal can ſwallow down 
A Church, or little Country Town, 


Provided neither are too large 
For his extenſive Throat to gorge: 


No fam'd St. George, or Moor of Eſex, 
Thoſe Valiant Champions for the She-ſex, 
Eer kill'd, to fave fair Maids or Wives, = 
A Beaſt like this, in all their Lives; y 


— For Serpents i in thoſe early Days, 


Whenstout Knight-Errants fought for Praiſe, = 
Were not much bigger than a Horſe, 

Poor weakly Creatures ſtarv'd at Nurſe, 
But the bare Head of our Proud Dragon, 
were it cut off, would load a Waggon; ; 
And when he gapes, his Mouth may par 
With Ludgate, or with Tenple-bar; 

His glaring Rainbow - colour d Eyes me, 
Give all Spectators great Surpriſe, 
And 


. „ 
And ſhine as dazling in the Night, 

As any new-rub'd Convex-light: TS 

His Wings, a due proportion bear, 

As Sails do to a Man of War, 1 

And thro' the' Air convey the Creature, 

As tother does the Ship thro' Water: 

His ſcaly Tail, that's twiſted round, 

| To fave it from the duſty Ground, 

Stands always ready cock'd, to Dart 


His Sting into a Gyant' s Heart, 
Or ſturdy Knight, that ſhould attack 
His Rump, or flinch behind his Back. 
For Dragons fierce like Women frail 
Bear venom both in Tongue and Tail, 
And if one End can't Execute 
Revenge, they'll make the other do't : 
His clumſy Legs, which are no more 
Than two behind and two before, 
On which he crawls ſometimes for Eaſe, 
Are hollow, like old trunks of Trees: 
And in his huge Surpriſing Heels 


Four dancing Devil's he conceals; — 
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Which active Spirits, once a Day, 
He ſends abroad to ſeek his Prey, 
As hungry Lyons do Fackalls, 

To hunt down other Animals. 


In this Condition, does appear 


Old Draco, hov'ring in the Air, 


| Till by degrees he does deſcend, 
The Doctor's Fun ral to attend ; 
Then from his Legs four Devils ſtart, 
And eery Demon, plays his part, 
With other Spirits cotijur'd in, 
I0o highten this amuſing Scene, 
And make tlie Doctors laſt Farewel, 
10 humane Eyes, more terrible. 
So the poor convict, when be's PEAR 
' Thro' London Streets to Paddington, 
| The greater Croud ſurrounds the Tree, 
More ſolemn and more ſad muſt be 
The dying Rogue 7 Cataſtrophe. 
| Now up and down the Devils friſk, 
And e'ery Fiend ſeems wond'rous briſk, 
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As if they waited for the Ghoſt | 


Of ſome great Man from ſome high Poſt, 
Who when alive had been the bane | 


Of thouſands, for immod'rate Gain, 
Too tame and paſſive to complain. 
| Now all the ſ peechleſs Merriment, 


That Jovial Demons could! invent, 
Paſs d round the Diabolick Crew, 
As Mirth, which Drunkards us qd to do, 
= Some capering from fide to ſide, 
With Kimbo'd Arms, to ſhew their Pride, 
"Whilſt others rowl 4 their Sauſcr-Eyes 
About, to give the Croud ſurpriſe: 
Among the reſt, who thus attend 
The Doctor to his diſmal Eud, 


A ſtrange infernal ill-look'd Fellow, | 
Hump-back'd and dreſs'd like Punchicnello, 


Appear d fo very Briſk and * 
So Active and profuſely Merry, 


As if he was of high degree, 


Some ruling Dev l of Quality, 


12 For 
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For in Proud Plutos wealthy Court, 
Are gainful Poſts of eery Sort, 


Which makes ſo many Thouſands here, „ 


80 vile and wicked as they are, 


5 In hopes of oreat Preferments there. 
At length the fatal Hour is ſtruck, 


By ſome adjacent doleful Clock, 
Which ſound informs the Doctors Ear, 

That his ſad End was drawing , 
And told him he had ſin d bey owl 

- Relief, in ſigning Satan's Bond. 
The Doctor, ſtarting, looks aghaſt, 
To hear the Clock proclaim his laſt, 


| A diſmal Paſling-Bell indeed, 


When no Repentance can ſucceed; 

He having left no ſpark of Hope, 

In Pater-Nofter, Prieſt, or Pope, 
But from the laſt tremendous Hour, 
Was ſolely in the Devil's Power, 
Who now with awful Looks and Signs, 
Commands his dancing Underlings, 
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To ſeiſe with ſpeed the reptile Sinner 
And give him Draco for his Dinner. 
Accordingly, a Sumpter Devil, 

Crook. back d like oh, was ſo civil 

| To mount the Doctor's driping Rump, 
Upon his huge diſtorted Hump; 


And thus, by th help of two Supporters, 
Conveys him to his laſt new Quarters, 
The Dragon roaring, opens wide 

His Sparrow-Mouth, from fide to ide, 
And down he gulps him at one ſw allow, 
As glib as if he'ad all been Tallow; 
Then bellow d like a greedy Beaſt, 


In pain for ſuch another Feaſt ; 
Nou peals of Thunder row! end 
To terrify the gazing Croud, 


And render the tremendous Scene, 

More frightful than it need have been; 

The Dragon roaring mounts up ko. 

And gapes, to ſhow his Mouth's on fire, 
Which like a flaming Oven looks 75 
When heating at the Paſtry-CoksS. 


Re" 
The Devils, to conclude the Jeſt, 
Cling cloſe to the departing Beaſt, / 
Among the reſt the Doctor's Zany, 
Who made the Croud more ſport than any, 
| Catch d hold o'th' Dragons Duggs and there 
llc held and hung twixt Earth and * 
Reſolving boldly to perſue | oy 
His Maſter's Steps, and like a ws 24 
| KindFriend, togive the Devil his due: ) 
; 2 | #34 thus, like Witches in a Seive, 
*H ** hey mount the Skies and take their leave. 
| 16h The Scholars, or ſome other Youngſters, 
= Singing the while, like doleful Songſters; N 
By which we do ſuppoſe they mean 
To hide the ſcreeks of the Machine, 
That as aloft the Dragon flies, 


Our Ears ſha'n't undeceive our Eyes. 


So, when aninjur d Peer is brought ;, 
To die for ſome new Party- Plot, 
Left Truth the Peoples Ears ſhould reach, 


With Noiſe they drown his dying Speed. 
W454 4 BY 


